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1 | 
SCENE, an open Place before the Palace. 


Enter Bernardo and Franciſco, two Centinels. 


J. 


HO's there? 
Fran, Nay, anſwer me: ſtand, and 
unfold yourſelf. 
Ber. Long live the king! 
Fran. Bernardo? 
Ber. He. 
Fran. You come moſt carefully upon your hour. 
Ber., Tis now ſtruck twelve; get thee to bed, 
Franciſco. 
Fran. For this relief much thanks: 
And J am fick at heart. 
Ber. Have you had quiet guard? 
Fran. Not a mouſe ftirring. a 
Ber. Woll, good night. If you do meet Hora- 
tio and Marcellus, the rivals of my watch, bid them 
make haſte. 


Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 


Fran. I think I hear them, 

Hor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And liege-men to the Dane, 

Fran. Good night. 
Mar. Farewel, honeſt ſoldier, Who hath reliev'd 
you ? | | 

Fran. Bernardo has my place : good night. 

[Exit Franciſco, 


Ber. 


- 


ſthere? 


Mar. Holla! Bernardo! 
Ber. Say, what is Horatio there? 
Hor. A piece of him, 
Ber. Welcome, Horati 
cellus. 6 
Mar. What, has this thing appear'd again, to- 
Ber. I have ſeen nothing. [oight? 
Mar. Horatio ſays tis but a phantaſy, 
And will not let belief take hold of him, 
Touching the dreadful fight, twice ſeen of us: 
Therefore I have entreated him, along 
With us, to watch the minutes of this night, 
That, if again this apparition come, 
He may approve our eyes, and ſpeak to it. 
Hor, "Twill not appear. 
Ber. Come, let us once again, afſail your ears, 
That are ſo fortified againft our tory, 
What we have two nights ſeen. 
Hor. Well, let us hear Bernardo ſpeak of this. 
Ber. Laſt night of all, 
When yon ſame tar, that's weſtward from the pole, 
Had made his courſe to enlighten that part of heav'n 
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myſelf, 


o—welcome, goed Mar- 


1 


"tis bitter 
ſcold, | 


Stand, hoa! who's, 


| 


| Ber, In the ſame figure, l 


The bell then beating one 0 
Mar. Peace, break thee off 
BY 


Enter Ghoſt, 
Look, where it comes again. 


ike the king that's 
May. Speak to it, Horatio. 


[deade 
Ber. Looks it not like the king? ; 

Hor. Moſt like: it ftartles me with fear and 

Ber. It would be ſpoke to, + T[wonder. 

Mar. Speak to it, Horatio, 

Hor. What art thou, that uſurp'ſt this time of 
Together with that fair and warlike form, {night, 
In which the majeſty of buried Denmark | 
Did ſometimes march? I charge thee ſpeak, 

Mar. It is offended, 

Ber. See! it ftalks away. 

Hor. Stay, ſpeak, ſpeak: I charge thee ſpeak. 


| {Exit Ghoſt, 


Mar. Tis gone, and will not anſwer. 


| Ber. How now, Horatio? you tremble and look: 


Is not this ſomething more than 
What think you of it? - 
Hor, 1 could not this believe, 
Without the ſenfible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes, 
Mar, Is it not like the king? 
Hor. As thou art to thyſelf: 
Such was the very armour he had on, 
When th? ambitious Norway he combated. 
* Thus twice befere, and juſt at the ſame 
gur, | 
With martial talk, hath he gone by our watch, 
Hor. In what particular thought to work, I know 
But in the ſcope of mine opinion, (not, 
This bodes ſome ſtrange eruption to our ſtate. 
Mar. Pray tell me, he that knows, 
Why this ſame ſtrict and moſt obſervant watch 
So nightly toils the ſubjects of the land? 
And makes the night joint-labourer with the day? 
Who is't that can inform me? 
Hor. That can I; our laſt king. 
Whoſe image e'en but now appear'd to us, 
Was, as you know, by Fortinbraſs of Norway, 
Dar'd to the combat; in which our valiant Hamlet 
Did ſlay this Fortinbraſs; who, by ſeal'd compaQy 
Well ratify'd by law and heraldry, 
Did forfeit (with his life) all theſe his lands, 
Which he ſtood ſeiz'd of, to the conquero 
| Now, Sir, young Fortinbraſs, 
Of unimproved mettle hot and full, 
Hath, in the ſkirts of Norway, here and there, 
wy up a liſt of lawleſs reſolutes, _ 
— 2 Y 


phantaſy? [ pale. 


- 


, recover thoſe tote. j Alan on Fs — But now, my couſin, Hamlet, and my ſon It 
y Seb Mr ite fel. Tac i, Fits 3 — fam. little more than ſein; and lefs than kind. | Bu 


Is, che main motive of our preparat ions. King. How ifit/that the clots fill hang on you? 
er. I think it is no other, but even ſo, a 3 Ham. Not ſo, my lord; I am too much i' th' ſun, 


„ Ghoſt again. ag Tp ; _ — — — = — off, | 
Fur. But ſoft! behold f lo, where it eomes again poem e H. 
I' croſs it, tho' it blaſt me. Stay, illuſion! "x Fad thy . 1 takes i a => 
. . , 
AY c c [Sp reading bis arm. Thou know'ſt 'tis common, all that live muſt die, 
Senke to ; 5 e * hin be done, | Pafling-through nature to eternity, - A 
_— t F YE IP Ham. Ay, Madam, it is common. M 


That may to thee do eaſe, and grace to me, | 
Speak to me. | | | | 

If thou art privy to thy country's fate, 
Which happily foreknowing may avoid, O 


Queen. If it de, | þ 

| Why ſeems it ſo particiilar with thee? 

ſpeak! Ham. Seems, Madam! Nay, it is; I know no: B 
, ſeems, | 


Or if thou haſt uphoarded in thy life n , : . 
g -—+- KL. 2. 7 _ |*Tis not alone this mourning ſuit, good mother 
Extorted treaſure in the womb of earth, Together with all forms, modes, ſhapes of arief, N 


For which, they ſay, you ſpirits oft walk in death, 


4 [ Cock crows. That can denote me truly, Theſe indeed ſeem, T 
15 0 5 For they are actions that a man might play; A 
LN I | vi , 4 : 7 
2.8 E — and ſpeak—Stop hd But I have that within, which paſſeth ſhew ; B 
We do it . be ing esl. Theſe but the trappings, and the ſuits of woe. U 
To offer it the ſnew of . a ö King. Tis ſweetand commendable in your nature, 
1 n 3 , 
It is ever, as the air, invulnerable, X Hamlet, K 1 : 
And cor vein blows malicious mocke To give theſe mourning duties to Your father: I 
— wet; am, | 5 2 But you muſt know, your father loſt # father, 
Her. It was abqut to ſpeak, when the cock crew. a - 7 
> = And than & ions like a guilty thing That father his, and the ſurvivor bound 
Upon n I. have heabd, In filial obligation, for 1 R | : 
Wl The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, ig pate ner nh 2 — iP? * 1 
f Doth with his lofty and ſhrill ſounding throat, | a 09 pate convotementy P 
il | . : An impious ſtubbornneſs. E 
. Awake the god of day: and at his warning, f | 
| - Whether in ſea or fire, in earth or air, | | We'proy:youy Grow to earth | n 
4 Wn Frey" g eg This unavailing woe, and think of us, 


| To bi.covtany aN PN | As of a father; and let the world take note, 

But look, the morn, in ruſſet mantle elad, | You are the moſt immediate to our throne, 

. Walks o'er the dew of yon high eaſtern hill; Our chiefeft courtier, couſin, and our Ton. 

il Break we our watch vp, and by my advice { 'Nueen. Let not thy mother loſe herprayers, Ham- 1 


| * = 2 + let; 
ö Let us impart what we have ſeen to night | {I pray thee, ſtay with us, go not to Wittenberg, 


| Unto young Hamlet i perhaps. : 
| | This fpirit, — 94 will ſpeak to him. Ham. | ſhall * all my beſt obey va, Madam. 
[i Le nk King. Why, tis a loving and a fair reply: 
| 3 X SCENE II. The Palace. Be as vurſelf in Denmark.—-Madam, come; 
| | Enter King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, This gentle and unforc'd accord of Hamlet, Y 
"Wh i 8 Gentlemen, and Guards. EI (Sits ſmiling at my heart; in grace whereof, L 
it King. Tho" yet of Hamlet our dear brother's death No jocund Health that Denmark drinks, to-day, 7 
| The memory be green, and that it us befitted But the great cannon to the clouds thall tell it. 
To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom | : [ Excunt, 
To be contrafted in one brow of woe; | | | ; 
Yet fo far hath diſcretion fought with nature, | | Manet Hamlet. ; ] 
That we with wiſeſt ſorrow think on kim, Ham. O that this too, too ſolid ſleſh would melt, 1 
Together with remembrance of ourſelves, | Thaw, and zeſolve itfelf into a dew! ' 4 
Therefore, our ſometime ſiſter, now aur queen, l Or that the Everlaſting had not fix d 4 
Th' imperial jvintreſs to this warlike fate, . | His canon *gainſt ſelf-murder! 0 
Have we, as twere, with a defeated joy, How weary, ale, and unprofitable, 8 
Taken to wife. Nor have we herein barr'd _ . }Seem to rue all the uſes of this world! 4 
Your better wiſdems, which have freely gone Fie on't! O fie! tis an unweeded garden, 8 
With this affair along. That grows to ſecd; things tank and groſs in na- I 
But now, Laertes, what's the news with you? tres | 4 
You told, us of ſome ſuit. What is't, Laertes? Poſſeſs it merely. That it ſhould come to this“ J 
Laer. My deat lord, | But two months dead? nay, not fo much! not 1 
Your leave and favour to return to France; So excellent a king! t. — 1 


From whence, tho* willingly I came to Denmark, | So loving to my mother, 
To ſhew my duty in your coronation, | That he permitted not the winds of heav'n 
Vet now I muſt confeſs, that duty done, To viſit her face too roughly! - | 
My thoughts and wiſhes bend again tow'rds France, Why, ſhe would hang on him, 
on bow them to your gracious leave and favour,, | As if increaſe of appetite had grown : | 
ing · Have you your rather's leave? what ſays By what it fed on; yet within a month 
ES polonis? a | : | , 1 * me not think==Frailty, thy name is woman! 
Hor. He hath, my lord, by labourſome petition; A little month !—or ere thoſe ſhoes were old, 
Wrung from me my f1oy leave; and at the laſt, | With which ſhe follow'd my poor father's body, 
1 wil I ſeal'd my hard conſents ?: Like Niobe, all tears—ihe 
do beſeech you, give him leave to go. wy Married with mine uncle, : 
King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes Slime be thine, | My father's brother; but no more like my father, 
And thy beſt graces ſpend it at thy will Than Ito Hercules, | 


fo 


«a rg __s eg we = | 


ure, 


But 


It is not, nor it cannot came to good. | 

break,' my. heart; for I muſt hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcellus. 
Hor. Hail to your lordſhip ! 

Ham. I'm glad to ſee you well: 

Horatio, or I do forget myſelf. ſever. 
Hor. The fame, my lord, and your poor ſervant 
Ham. Sir, my good friend; I'll change that name 

with you: 

And what makes you from Wittenberg, Horatio? 

Marcellus? 
Mar. My good lord! 
Ham, l'm very glad to ſee you; good morning, Sir. 

But what, in faith, makes you from Wittenberg? 
Hor. A truant diſpoſition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your enemy ſay ſo; 

Nor ſhall you do my ear that violence, 

To be a witneſs of your own report 44 
Againſt yourſeif, I know you are no truant; 

But what is your affair in Elſinoor? 

We'll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 
Har. My lord, I came to fee your father's fun'ral. 


Ham. I pr 'yrhee do not mock me, fellow ſtudent; 


I think it was to ſee my mother's. wedding. 
Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow'd hard upon. 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio; the funeral bak'd 
- meats 
Did coldly furniſh forth the marriage tables. 
Would I had met my direſt foe in heav'n, 
Ere I had ſeen that day, Horatio! 
My father—methinks I ſee my father. 
Hor. Where, my lord? 
Ham. In my mind's eve, Horatio. 
Hor. I ſaw him once; he was a goodly king. 
Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all, 
{ ſhall not look upon his like again. 
Hor. My lord, I think I ſaw him amen 
Ham. Saw! who? 
Her. The king your father! 
Ham. The king my father! 
Hor. De fer your admiration, for a while, 
With an attentive ear; till J deliver, 
Upon the witneſs of theſe n. 
This wonder to you. 
Han. Pray let me hear. 
Hor. Two nights together had theſe gentlemen, 
Marcellus and Bernardo, on their watch, 
In the dead waſte and middle 6f the night, 


Been thus encounter'd : a figure like your father, 


Arm'd at all points exactly cap à pe, 
Appears before them, and with ſolemn march 
Goes ſlow and Rately by them: thrice he walk'd. 
Within their rapier's length; whilſt they (diſtill'd 
Almoſt to jelly with thei? fear) 
Stand dumb, and ſpeak not to him. 
In dreadful ſecrecy impart they did, 
And I with them the third night kept the watch; 
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time, 
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The apparition comes. 
Ham, But where was this? 
Mar. My lord, upon the platform where we 
Ham, Did you not ſpeak to it? 1 d. 
Hor. My lord, I did; | | 
But anſwer made it none 1 yet once methoughht 
It lifted up it's head, and did addreſs 
Itſelf to motion, like as.it would ſpeak: 
But even then the morning-cock crew loud; 
And at the ſound ir ſhrunk in haſte away, 
And vaniſh'd from our fight. | | 
Ham. Tis very ſtrange! 
Hor. As I do live, my honour'd lord, cis true: 
And we did think it then our duty . 


This to me 


H ATM L E T. 5 


Hold you the watch to- night? 


8 


About my heart: 


| 


Ham. 1 would 1 had been there! 
All. Longer, longer, 


[A ſable fi. ver'd, 


Ham. If it aſſume my noble father's RE”. 


I tay too long; but here my father comes. | 


To let you know irt. 
Ham. Indeed, indeed, $irs, but this troubles me: 


Bath, We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm'd, ſay you? 

Hotb. Arm' d, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe? 

Both. From head to foot. 

Ham. Then ſaw you not his face? 

Hor. O yes, my lord, he wore his beaver up. 
Ham. W What, look'd he frowningly ? 

Hor. A count'nance more in ſorrow than in anger. 
Ham, Pale, or red ? 

Hor. Nay, very pale. 

Ham. And fix'd his eyes upon you? 
Hor. Moſt conſtantly. 


Hor. It would have much amaz'd you. 

Ham, Very like; Raid it long? 

Hor. While one with mod'rate haſte_ might tell 
a hundred. 

Hor. Not when 1 ſaw? t. E N 

Ham. His beard was griſly ? | 
Hor. It was, as I have ſecn it in his life, 


Ham. Tl watch to-night; perchance "twill, 8 


Hor. I warrant you it will. 


111 fpeak to it, tho? hell itſelf ſhould gape, 
And bid me hold my peace, I pray you all, 
If you have hitherto conceal'd this ſight, 
Let it be treble ia your ſilence till: 
And whatſoever elſe may hap to-night, 
Give it an underſtanding, but no tongue 
I will requite your loves. So fare you well. 
Upon the platform, 'twixt eleven and twelve, 
I'll viſit you. 
All. Our duty to your honour, ' f Exeunt. 
Ham. Your loves, as mine to you: farewel, 
My father's ſpirit in arms! all is not well; 
I doubt ſome foul play; would the night were come! 
Till then fit ſtill, my ſoul: foul deeds will riſe, 
Tho all the earth o'erwhelm them, to men's eyes. 


[Exit, 


* 


Enter Laertes and Ophelia. 


Laer. My neceſſaries are embark' d; farewel. 
And, ſiſter, as the wind permits, pray 
Let me hear from you. 

Opb. Do you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favours, 
Hold it a faſhion and a toy in blood, c 
A violet in the youth and prime of nature, 
Forward, not permanent; tho' ſweet, not laſting; 
The perfume of a minute. 
| Opb, No more but ſo? 

Laer. Think it no more: 
He may not, as inferior perſons do, 
Carve for himſelf; for on his choice depends 
The fanity and health of this whole ſtate. 
Then weigh what loſs your honour may ſuſtain, 
[f with too cred'lons ear you hear his paſſion. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear ſiſter: 
The charieſt maid is prodigal enough, 
If ſhe-unmalk her beauty to the moon, 

Oph. I ſhall th' effect of this good leſſon key 
but, good my brother, 
Do not, as ſome ungracicus paſtors do, 
Shew me the ſteep and thorny way to heaven; 
Whilſt, like a carelefs libertine, 
Himſelf the primroſe path of dalliance treads. 
| Laer. Oh, fear me not. 


= 


And that in way of caution) I muſt tell you, 


Unſifted in ſuch perilous circumſtance. 
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them? 


6 - 0 
Euter Polonius. 


Pol. Vet here, Laertes! get abroad, for ſhame, 
The wind fits in the ſhoulder of your fail, 
And you are ſtaid for, 
Laer. Moſt humbly I do take my leave, my lord. 
Farewel, Ophelia, and remember well 
What 1 have ſaid to you. | 
Opb. Tis in my mem'ry lock'd, 
And you yourſelf ſhall keep the key of it. 
Laer. Farewel, [ Exit Laertes. 
Pol. What is't, Ophelia, he ſaid to you? 
Opb. So pleaſe you, ſomething touching the 
Lord Hamlet, | 
Pol. Marry, well bethought! 
*Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Giv'n private time to you; and you yourſelf 
Have of your audience been molt free and bounteous. 
If it be ſo (as ſo 'tis put on me, 


You do not underſtand yeorſelf fo clearly, 
As it behoves my davghter, and your honour. 
What is between you? give me up the truth. 

y He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders 
Of his affection to me. | 

Pol. Affection! pugh! you ſpeak like a green girl, 


Opb. Ido not know, my lord, what 1 ſhould think. 
Pol. G 80 I'll teach you; think yourſelf a 
babx, | 
That you have ta'en theſe tenders for your pay, 
Which are not ſterling. Tender yourſelf more dearly; 
Or you'll tender me a fool. 

Opb. My lord, he hath icaportun'd me with love, 
In honourable fashion. 

P»l. Ay, fathion, you may call it: go to, go to. 

Opb. And hath giv'n countenance to his ſpeech, 
my lord, 

With almoſt all the holy vows of heaven. 

Pol. Ay, ſpringes to catch woodcocks. I do know, 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the ſoul 
Lends the tongue vows. This is for all: 
I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you fo ſlander any moment's leiſure, 
As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet: 
Look to't, I charge you; come your way. 

O55. I ſhall obey, my lord. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE III. The Platform before the Palace. 
Erter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus. | 


Ham. The air bites ſhrewdly; it is very cold, 
Hor. It is a nipping and an cager air. 
Ham, What hour now ? 
Flor. I think it lacks of twelve. 
Mar. No, it is ſtruck. 
Hor. t heard it not: then it draws near the ſeaſon 
Wherein the ſpirit held is wont to walk. 
[ Trumpets a tune. 
What does this mean, my lord? 
Ham. The king doth wake, to-night, and take 
his rouſe; 
And as he takes his draught of rheniſh down, 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus proclaim 
The triumph of his pledge. 
Her. Is it a cuſtom? 
Ham, Ay, marry is't: 
But, to my mind, tho' I am native here, | 
And to the manner born, it is a cuſtom 
More honour'd in the breach, than the obſervance. 
Enter Ghott. | 


Hor. Look, my lord, it comes! : | 


* 


„H A M. I. ET. 


| 


Are burnt and purg'd away. 


Be thou a fpirit of health, or goblin damn'd; 
Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blaſts from hel. 
| Be thy intent wicked or charitable, ! 
Thou com'ſt in ſuch a queſtionable ſhape, 
That I will ſpeak to thee. III cail thee Hamlet 
King, father, royal Dane: Oh! ahſwer me, ; 
Let me not burſt in ignorance ; but tell 
Why thy bones, hears'd in canoniz'd earth, 
Have burſt their cearments? Why the ſepulchre, 
Wherein we ſaw thee quietly interr'd, 
Hath ope'd his ponderous and marble jaws, 
To caſt thee up again ? What may this mean? 
That thou, dead corſe, again in complete ſteel 
Re viſit'ſt thus the glimpſes of the moon; 
Making night hideous, and us fools of nature 
So norridly to ſhake our diſpoſition 
With thoughts beyond the reaches of our ſouls? 
Say, why is this? wherefore? what ſhould we do 
[ Ghoſt beckons Hamlet, 
Hor. It beckons you to go away with it; 
As if it ſome impartment did deſire 
To you alone. | 
Mar. Look with what courteous action 
It waves you to a more removed ground 
But do not go with it. 
Hor. No, by no means. Holding Hamlet, 
Ham, It will not ſpeak ; then I will follow it, 
Her. Do not, my lord. 4 
Ham, Why, what ſhould be the fear? 
value not my lite; 
And for my ſoul, what can it do to that, 
Being a thing immortal as itſelf? 
It waves me forth again. III follow it. 
Hor. What if it tempt you tow'rd the flood, my 
lord; 
Or to the dreadful ſummit of the cliff, 
And there aſſume ſome other, horrid form, 
And draw you into madneſs? 
Ham. It waves me til}: 
Go on, I'll fyllow thee=—— 
Mar. You ſhall not go, my lord. 
Ham. Hold off your hand. 
or. Be rul'd, you ſhall not go, 
Ham. My fate cries out, 
And makes each petty art'ry in this body, 
As hardy as the Nemeaa lion's nerve: 
Still am 1 call'd ?-unhand me, gentlemen—— 
| [ Breaking from then, 
By Heaven, I'll make a ghoſt of him that lets me- 
I fay, away—Go on—1'l follow thee, 
IExeunt Ghoſt and Hamlet; Horatio and Mar- 
callus retiring on the oppoſite fide, 


Enter Ghoſt and Hamlet. 


Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me? Speak, 1'!! go 
Ge. Mark me. Cao farther, 
Ham, I will. 

Ghoft. My hour is almoſt come, 

When | to ſulph'rous and tormenting flames 

Muſt render up myſelf, 

Ham. Alas, poor Ghoſt! : 
Ghoſt. Pity me not, but lend thy ſerious hearing 
To what I ſhall unfold, 

Ham. What? 

Ghoſt. I am thy father's ſpirit; 

Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night, 

And for the day, confin'd to faſt in fires, 

Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature, 
But that I am forbid 
To tell the ſecrets of my priſon- houſe, 

could a tale unfold, whoſe lighteſt word 

Wodld harrow up thy ſoul, freez# thy young blood, 


, 


Ham. Angels and miniſters of grace defend us L 


Make thy two eyes like ſtars ſtart from their ſpheres, 
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Thy knotted and combine? locks to part, 

And each particular hair to ſtand on end, 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine, 

But this eternal blazon muſt not be 

To ears of fleſh and blood. Lift, lift, O lit! 
If thou didſt ever thy dear father love 

Ham. O, Heaven! 

Gbeſt. Revenge his foul and moſt unnat'ral mur- 

Ham. Murder! | 

Ghoſt. Murder moſt foul, as in the beſt it is; 

But this moſt foul, ſtrange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haſte me to know't; that 1 with wings as 
As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 
May fly to my revenge. | 

Gbeſt. I find thee apt—Now, Hamlet, hear: 
'Tis given out, that, ſleeping in my garden, 

A ſerpent ſtung me: ſo the whole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged proceſs of my death 

Rankly abus'd; for know, thou noble youth, 

The ſerpent that did ſting thy father's life, 

Now wears his crown. 

Ham. O my prophetic ſoul! my uncle? 

Gboft. Ay, that inceſtuous, that adulterate beaſt, 
Won to his ſhameful luſt 
The will of my moſt ſeeming-virtuous queen. 

O, Hamlet, what a falling off was there! 
From me, whoſe love was of that dignity, 
That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage; and to decline 


| Upon a wretch, whoſe nat'ral gifts were poor 
To thoſe of mine 
hut ſoft, methinks I ſcent the morning air 
Brief let me be: Sleeping within my garden, 
My cuſtom always in the afternoon, 

Upon my ſecure hour thy uncle ſtole, 

Wich juice of curſed hebonon in a phial, 

And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous diſtilment; whoſe effects 

Hold ſuch an enmity with blood of man, 
That ſwift as quickſilver it courſes thro' 


The nat'ra! gates and alleys of the body; 


So did it mine. 

Thus was I, ſleeping, by a brother's hand, 
Of life, of crown, of queen, at once bereft z 
Cut off e'en in the bloſſom of my fin, 
Unhouſel'd, unanointed, unanneal'd; 

No reck'ning made, but ſent to my account 


With all my imperfections on my head. 
Ham. O horrible! horrible! moſt horrible! 
Ghoſt. If thou haſt nature in thee, bear it not; 


Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury, and damned inceſt, 
| But, howſoever thou purſu'ſt this act, 


Taint not thy mind, nor let thy ſoul deſign 

Againſt thy mother aught; leave her to Heav'n, 

And to thoſe thorns that in her boſom lodge, 

To goad and ſting her. Fare thee well, at once! 

The glow-worm ſhews the morning to be near, 

And *gins to pale his ineffectual fire. 

Farewelz remember me. 
Ham. O hold, my heart 

And you, my finews, grow not inſtant old, 

But bear me ſtrongly up. Remember thee ! 

Ay, thou poor ghoſt, while memory holds a ſeat 


[ Exit. 


In this diſtracted globe; remember the 


Vea, from the table of my memory 
ll wipe away all trivial, fond records, 
All regiſter of books, all forms and preſſures paſt, 


& That youth and obſervation copied there, 


And thy commandment all alone ſhall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 
Unmix'd with baſer matter. Yes, by Heav'n! 
D moſt pernicious woman! Es os 
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O villain, villain, ſmiling, damned villain! 
My tables—meet it is I ſhould fet down, 
That one may ſmile, and ſmile, and be a villain 
At leaſt, I'm ſure he may be fo in Denmark. 
[ Writing. 

—80, uncle, there you are—now to my word: 
It is, farewel,\ remember me. 
| have (worn it. L ; 

Her. [Mibin. ] My lord, my lord! 

Mar. [Mitbin.] Lord Hamlet! 

Hor. [Within. | Heaven ſecure him! 

Ham, So be it. | 

Hor. [Within] Illo, ho, ho, my lord! 

Ham, Hilio, ho, ho, boy, come, bird, come. 


Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 


Mar. How is't, my noble lord? 
Hr. What news, my lord? 
Ham. O wonderful! 
Hor. Good my lord, tell it. 
Ham. No, you'll reveal it. 
Hor. Not I, my lord. 
Ham. How ſay you then, would heart of man 
But you'll be ſecret? [ once think ĩt ? 
Both. As death, my lord. | 
Ham. There's ne'er a villain dwelling in all Den- 
But he's an arrant knave. [ mark, 
Hor. There needs no ghoſt, my lord, come from 
To tell us this, | * grave, 
Ham. Why, right; you're in the right; 
And ſo, without more circumſtance at all, 
I hold it fit that we ſhake hands, and part: 
You as your buſineſs and deſires ſhall point, 
(For every man has buſineſs and deſire, 
Such as it is) —and for my poor part, 


Iwill go pray. 


| Hor. Theſe are but wild and windy words, my 


lord. 
Ham. I'm ſorry they offend you, heartily. 
Hor. There's no offence, my lord. 
Ham. Yes, by St. Patrick, but there is, Horatio, 
And much offence, too. Touching this viſion, 
here 
It is an honeſt ghoſt, that let me tell you: 
For your defire to know what is between us, 
Oer-maſter't as you may: and now, good friends, 
As you are friends, ſcholars, and ſoldiers, 
Grant me one poor requeſt. 
Hor. What is't, my lord? 
Hom. Never make known what you 
Both. My lord, we will not. 
Ham. Nay, but ſwear't. 
Hor. In faith, my lord, not I. 
Mar, Nor I, my lord, in faith, 
Ham. Upon my ſword. 
Hor. Propaſe the oath, my lord. 


have ſeen, 
[to- night. 


| Ham. Nevet to ſpeak of this that you have ſeen 


Swear by my ſword. 
Ghoſt. | Below. ] Swear. 
Hor. O, day and night! but this is wond'rous 


ſtrange. 

Ham, And therefore as a ſtranger give it welcomes 
There are more things in heav'n and carth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in our philoſophy. But come, 
Here, as before. Never, ſo help you mercy, 

How ſtrange or odd ſoe er I bear myſelf, 

(As I perchance hereafter ſhall think meet 

To put an antic diſpoſition on) 

That you, at ſuch times ſeeing me, never ſhall, 

With arms encumber'd thus, or head thus ſhak'd, 

Or by pronouncing of ſome doubtful phraſe, 

ASewywell we k nOW— or » Wwe could, an if we 
600d! 
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Or ſuch ambignons giving out, denote 

"That you know aught of me. This do ye ſwear, 

So grace and mercy at vour moſt need help you! 
Get. Swear, a 
Ham. Reſt, reſt, perturbed ſpirit.—8o, gentle- 

With all my love Id commend me to you; [men, 

And what fo poor a man as Hamlet is, 

May do expreſs his love and friendſhip to you, 

Shall never tai]: Let us go in together; 

And ſtill your fingers on your lips, I pray. 

The time is out of joint: oh, curſed ſpight, 

That ever I was born to ſet it right! 


AQ: F106 
SCENE I. An partment in Polonius's Houſe. 


Erter Ophelia meeting Poionius, 


Pol. OW now, Ophelia, what's the matter? 
: | ph. O, my lord, my lord! I have been 
Pol. With what? [ fo aftrivhted— 

Opb. My lord, as I was reading in my cloſet, 
Prince Hamlet, with his doub:et all unbrac'd, 
Pale as his ſhirt, his knees knocking each other— 
Thus he comes before me. 

' Po]. Mad for thy love! 

Opb. My lord, I do not know, 
But truly I do fear it. | 

Pol. What ſaid he? 

O+h. He took me by the wriſt, and held me hard: 
Then goes he to the length of ail his am, 

And with his other hand thus o'er his brow 

He fails to ſuch peruſal of my face, 

As he would draw it; that gone, he lets me go, 
And, with his head over his ſhoulder turn'd, 

He ſeem'd to find his way without his eyes; 

For out of doors he went, without their help, 
And to the laſt bended their light on me. 

PS. This is the very extaſy of love 
Have you given tim any hard words of late? 

Obb. No, my good lord; but, as you did com- 
I 61d repel his letters, and deny'd [ mand, 
His accets to me. 

Poel. That hath mide him mad 
Come, go with me to the king, 
This muſt be known; 

Come, come away. 


SCENE II, The Palace. 
Exter King, Queen, Roſencraus, and Guildenitern. 


[ Exeunt. 


Ning. Welcome, good Roſencraus and Guilden- 


Bendes that we did long to ſee you, 

The need we have to uſe you did provoke 
Our haſty ſending, Something you have heard 
Of Hamlet's transformations; what it ſhould be, 


_ [tern. 


More than his father's death, 

J cannot dream of, I entreat you both, 

That you vouchfafe your reſt here in our court 
Some little time, fo by your companies 

To draw him on to pleaſures, and to gather 
If aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 
That lies within our remedy. 

Queen. Good gentlemen, he hath much talk'd of 
And ſure J am, two mien are not living [you, 
To whom he more adheres : if it will pleaſe you, 
£5 to employ your time with us a while, 

Your vifttation ſha!l receive ſuch thanks 
As fits 2 king's remembrante. 
Reſ. Both your majeſties 


[ Exeunt. ) 


Might, by the ſov'reign power you have ver gs, 
Put your dread pleafure more into command, 
[han to entreaty. X 

G:il. But we doth obey, 
And here give up ourſelves in the full bent, 
To lay our ſervice freely at your feet. 

King. Thanks, Rofencraus, and gentle Guilder. 

Queen. I do beſeech you inſtantly to viſit [| ſtern, 
My too much changed ſon.——-Go, ſome of you, 
And bring theſe gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

[ Exenunt Roſ. and Guild, 


Enter Polonius. 
Pol. Now I do think, or elſe this brain of mine 


| Hunts not the trail of policy fo ſure 


As it had us'd to do, that I have found 
The very cauſe of Hamlet's lunacy. 

King. O ſpeak of that, that I do long to hear. 

Pol. My liege and Madam, to expoſtulate 
What majeſty thould be, what duty is, 

Why day is day, night night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waſte night, day, and time, 
Therefore, as brevity is the ſoul of wit, 
And tediouſneſs the limbs and outward flouriſhes, 
| will be brief: your noble ſon is mad, 
Mad call Tit! for to define true madneſs, 
What is't but to be nothing elſe but mad? 
But let that go, | | 
cen. More matter, with leſs art. 
%., Madam, I ſwear I uſe no art at all. 
That he is mad, 'tis true, 'tis pity; 
And pity 'tis, 'tis true; a fooliſh figure, 
But farewel it, for I will uſe no art. 
Mad let us grant him, then; and now remains 
That we find out the cauſe of this effect, 
Or rather ſay, the caule of this defect, 
For this effect defecti ve comes by cauſe; 
Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. Conſider, 
I have a daughter ; have, while ſhe is mine, 
Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 
Hath giv'n me this: Now gather and ſurmiſe. 
[ Reads, 

To the celeflial, and my ſoul's idol, the moſt brau- 
tified Ophelia : that's an ill phraſe, a vile pbraſe; 
beautined is a vile phraſez but you ſhall hear—— 
Thus in ber excellent white boſom, theſe, Sc. 

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her? 

Pol. Good Madam, Ray awhile, I will be faithful. 

Doubt thou the ſtars are fire, 
Doubt that the ſun doth move; 
Doubt truth to be a liar, 

But never doubt I lowe. 

O dear Opbelia, I am ill at theſe numbers; I have 
not art to reckon my groans; but that I love thee beſ', 
O moſt beſt, believe it: Adieu. Thine evermore, miſt 
dear lady, while this machine is to bim, Hamlet. 
This in obedience hath my daughter ſhewn me, 
And more concerning his ſolicitings, 

As they fell out by time, by means, and place. 

King. But how hath ſhe receiv'd his love? 
Pol. What do you think of me? 

King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 
Pol. I would fain prove ſoz but what might you) 


Or my dear majeſty your queen, here, think, 


f I had play'd the deſk or table-book, 

Or look'd upon this love with idle ſight. 

No, I went round to work, 

And my young miſtreſs thus I charg'd: 

Lord Hamlet is a prince above thy ſphere, 

This muſt not be: and then I precepts gave her, 
That ſhe ſhould lock herſelf from his reſort, 


| 


Amit no meſſengers, receive no tokens; _ 
| Which done, the took the fruits of my advice; 


b 


 & 
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And he, repelled, a ſhort tale to make, | | 
Fell to a ſadneſs, then into a weakneſs, 
Thence to a; lightneſs, and by this declenſion, 
Into the madneſs wherein he now raves, | 
And all we wail for. 
King. Do you think tis this? 
Queen. It may be very likely. $9404 Chiba 
Pol. Hath there been ſuch a time (I'd fain know 
That I have poſitively ſaid that 'tis ſo, [ that) 
When it prov'd atherwiſe? _, 
King. Not that 1 know. 
Pol. Take this from this, if this be otherwiſe ; 


[ Pointing to bis bead and body. 


If circumſtances lead me, I wiil find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed | 
Within the centre, f | 

King. How may we try it farther? 

Pal Sometimes he walks, for hours together, 

re in the lobby. Wy 
” Nueen. So he does, indeed, de. 

Pol. At ſuckhatime I'll looſe my daughter to him. 
do pleaſe your majeſty to hide yourſelf 
Behind the arras, then 
Mark the encounter; if he love her not, 

And be not from his reaſon fall'n thereon, 
Let me be no aſſiſtant for a tate, 
But keep a farm and carters. 
King, We will try it. 4 
Enter Hamlet reading. 

Queen. But look, where ſadly the poor weten 

comes reading. 

Pol. Away, I do beſeech you both, away. 

[Exeunt King and Queen. 
I'll board him prefently. 
How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. Excellent well. 5 

Pol. Do you know me, my lord? | 

Ham. Excellent well; you are a fiſhmonger. 

Pal. Not I, my lord. 5:0 ont 

Ham. Then I would you were as honeſt a man. 

Pol. Houeſt, my lord? | * 0 

Ham. Ay, Sir, to be honeſt, as this world goes, 
Is to be one man pick'd out of ten thouſand, 

Pol. That is very true, my lord, 

Ham. For if the ſun breeds maggots in a dead 
dog, being a god, kiſſing carrion=———Haye you a 
daughter ? | 

Pol. I have, my lord. e | 

Ham. Let her not walk i' th' ſun ! Conception 
is a bleſſing; but not as your daughter may con- 
ceive. Friend, look to't. | 

Pol. Still harping on my daughter! yet he knew 
Aſide. ] me not at firſt, but ſaid I was a-fiſhmonger; 
he is far gone; and truly in my youth I ſuffered 
much extremity for love ; very near this. I'll ſpeak 
to him again. What do you read, my lord? 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

Pol. What is the matter, my lord? 

_ Ham. Between who? | 

P. J. I mean the matter that you read, my lord. 

Ham. Slander, Sir; for the ſatirical rogue ſays 
here, that old men bave grey;beards, that their 
faces are wrinkled, their eyes purging thick any; 
ber and plum-tree gum, and that;they have a moſt 
plentiful lack of wit, together with moſt weak hams; 
all which, Sir, though I moſt potently believe, yet 
J hold it not honeſty to have it thus ſet down; for 
you yourſelf, Sir, ſhall grow old, as 1 am, if, like a 
crab, you could go backward.; *' . 

Pol. Though this be madneſs, yet there's method 
in't. Will you walk out of the air, my lord? 

Ham. Into my grave. 
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pregnant his replies are! 'a happineſs that often 


madneſs hits on. My lord, I will take my leave, 

Ham. You cannot take from me anv thing that 
[| would more willingly part withal, except my life. 

Pol. Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham. Theſe tedious old fools! 

Enter Guildenftern and Roſencraus, 

Pel. You go to ſeek lord Hamlet, chere he is, 

Rof. Save you, Sir. [ Exit Pol. 
Guild. My honoured lord, 

Roſ. My dear lord. | 

Ham. My excellent good friends! how doſt thou, 
Guildenſtern? ah, Roſencraus! good lads, how do 
you both? Well, what news? 

Roſ. None, my lord, but the world's grown honeſt. 

Ham. Then is doomſday near; ſure your news is 
not. true? But, in the beaten way of friendſhip, 
what makes you at E:iſinoor ? 

Ref. To viſit you, my lord; no other occaſion, 

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in 
thanks: but I thank you. Were you not ſent for? 
Is it your own inclining? Is it a free viſitation? 
Come, come, deal juſtly with me: nay, ſpeak. 

Guil. What ſhould we ſay, my lord? 

Ham. Any thing, but to the prrpofe. You 
were ſent for; there is a kind of confeſſion in your 
looks, which your modeſties have not craft enough 
to colour. I know the good king and queen have 


, 


ſent for you. 


Roſ. To what end, my lord? "IF ke 

| Ham. Nay, that you muſt teach me; but let me 
conjure you, by the rights of our fellowſhips, by 
the conſonancy of our youth, by the obligation of 
our love, and by what more dear a better propoſer 
could charge you withal; be even and direct with 
me, whether you were ſent for, or no. 

Rof. What ſay you? 70 

Ham. Nay, then I have an eye of you; if you 
love me, hold not off. 

Cuil. My lord, we were ſent for. 

Ham. 1 will tell you why; fo ſhall my anticipa- 
tion prevent your diſcovery, and your ſectreſy to the 
king and queen moult no feather : I have, of late, 
but wherefote I know not, loſt all my mirth, fore» 
gone all cuſtom of exerciſes; and indeed it goes ſo 
heavily with my diſpoſition, that this goodly frame 
the earth ſeems to me a fteril promontory; this 
moſt excellent canopy the air, this majeitical roof 
fretted with golden fire, why, it appears nothing to 
me, but a foul and peſtilent congregation of ya- 
pours. What a piece of work is man! how noble 
in reaſan! how infinite in faculties! in form and 
moving how expreſs and admirable! in action how 
like an angel! in apprehenſion how like a god! 
the beauty of the world, the paragon of animals! 
And yet to me what is this quinteſſence of duſt? 
Man Lene me — nor woman neither; though 
by your ſmiling you ſeem to ſay ſo. : 

Roſ. My lord, there was no ſuch ſtuff in my 
choughts, pores 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, when I (aid, 
Man delights not me? . 
| Roſ. Fo think, my lord, if you delight not in 
man, -what lenten entertainment the players ſhall 
receive from you : we met with them on the way, 
arid bither are they coming, to offer you fervice. 

Ham. He that plays the king thall be welcome; 
his» majeſty ſhall have tribute of me; the adven- 
turous knight ſhall uſe his foil and target; the 
lover ſhall not figh gratis; the humorous man 
ſhall end his part in peace; and the lady ſhall ipeak 


her mind freely, or the blank verſe ſhall halt for c. 


Pol, Marry, that's out of ol 4 At, indeed! How 1 What players are they >. 11 
B 


H A M 
bY Even thoſe you were wont to take ſuch 
delight in, the tragedians of the city. 

Hom. How chances it they travel? Their reſi- 
dence both in reputation and profit was better both 
ways, Do they hold the ſame eſtimation they did 
when I was in the city? Are they ſo followed 1 

Roſ. No, indeed, they are not. | 

Ham. It is not very ſtrange; for my uncle is 
king of Denmark, and thoſe that would make 
mouths at him, while my father lived, now give 
twenty, forty, fifty, nay, a hundred ducats apiece, 
for his picture in little: there is ſomething in this 
more than natural, if philoſophy could find it out. 

Guil, Shall we call the players, my lord ? 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elfinoor : 
your hands; th' appurtenance of welcome is faſhion 
and ceremony: but my uncle-father and aunt- mo- 
ther are deceived. 

Gail. In what, my dear lord? 

Ham. I am but mad north- north-weſt; when the 
wind is ſoutherly, I know a hawk from a 'bernſhaw, 
Enter Polonius. 

Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen. 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenſtern and Roſencrans, 


that great baby that you ſee there, is not yet out 


of his {waddling-clouts. | 

Roſ. Haply he is the ſecond time come to them; 
for they (ay an old man is twice a chiid. 

Ham. 1 propheſy that he comes to tell me of the 
players; mark it: you ſay right, Sir, a Monday 
morning, *twas then, indeed. 

Pol. My lokd, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you; when 
Roſcius was an actor in Rome 

Poel. The actors are come hicher, my lord. 

Ham, Buz, buz. 

Pol. Upon mine honour v4 

Ham. Then came each actor on his aſ - 

Pol. The beſt actors in the world, either for tra- 
gedy, comedy, hiſtory, paſtoral, paſtoral-comical, 
hiſtorical- paſtoral; ſcene uncividable, or poem un- 
limited : Seneca cannet be too heavy, nor Plautus 
too light. For the law of wit and liberty, theſe 
are the only men. 

Ham. O Jephtha, judge of Iſrael, what a trea- 
fure hadſt thou! 

Pol. What treaſure had he, my lord ? 

Ham. Why, one fair daughter, and no more; 
the which he loved paſſing well, 

Pol. Still on my daughter ! Lui. 

Ham. Am not i' th' right, old Jephtha? 

Pol. If you call me Jephtha, my lord, I have a 
daughter that I love paſſing well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. Nay, what follows then, my lord * 

Ham. Why as by lot, God wot, and then you 
know, it came to paſs, as moſt like it was: the 
firſt row of the rubrick will ſhew you more; we 
look where my abridgment comes. 74 

Enter Players. 
_ are welcome, maſters. 
why, thy face is valanced, ſince 1 faw thee laſt; 
com'ſt thou to beard me in Denmark? What; 
young lady and miſtreſs! marry, your ladyſhip, is 
grown nearer to heaven than when I ſaw you laſt, 
by the altitude of a chopin ; I with your voice, like 
a piece of uncurrent gold, be not cracked. within 
the ring. Maſters, you are all welcome; we'll e'en 
to't like friendly falconers, fly at any thing we ſee; 
we'll have a ſpeech ſtraight; come, give us a taſte of 
your quality; come, a paſſionate ſpeech. ; 

Play. What ſpeech, my good lord? 


: —_— 


o, my old friend“ 


L E T. 


it was never acted; or, if it was, not above ones, 
for the play, I remember, pleaſed. not the willion 
twas caviare to the multitude, One ſpeech in't! 
chiefly loved, twas /Eneas's tale to Dido; ang 
thereabout of it eſpecially, where he ſpeaks of pri. 
am's laughter, If it live in your memory, begin 
at this line, let me ſee, let me ſee 

The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian beaft— 
Beaſt ! no, that's not it, yet it begins with Pyrthus. 
The rugged Pyrrhus, he whoſe ſable arm, 

Black as his purpoſe, did the night reſemble, 

Old grandſire Priam ſeeks, 


Pol. My lord, well ſpoken, with good accent, 


and good diſcretion, 


Ham. So proceed you. 

Play. Anon he finds him, 
Striking too ſhort at Greeks, His antique ſword, 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls, 
Repugnant to command; unequal match'd, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives, in rage ſtrikes wide, 
But with the whiff and wind of his fell ſword 


| The unnerv'd father falls. 


But as we often ſee, againſt ſome form, 

A filence in the heav'ns, the rack ſtand ill, 
The bold wind ſpeechleſs, and the orb below 
As huſh as death; 3 anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region: fo, after Pyrrhus' pauſe, 
A rouſed vengeance ſets him new a- work: 

And never did the Cyclops* hammers fall 

On Mars's armour, forg'd for proof eterne, 
With lefs remorſe than Pyrrhus' bleeding ſword 
Now falls on Priam. | 
Out, out, thou trumpet fortune! 

Pol. This is too long. 

Ham, It ſhall to the barber's, with your beard, 
Pr'ythee, ſay on; he's for a jig, or a tale of baw. 
dry, or he ſleeps. Say on, and come to Hecuba. 
| Play. But who, alas! had ſeen the mobled 

Ham. The mobled queen? [queen 

Pol. That's good. 

Play. Run barefoot, up and down, threatening the 
A clout upon that head [ flames; 
Where late the diadem ſtood, and for a robe, 
A blanket in th' alarm of fear caught up: 
Who this had ſeen, with tongue in venom ſteep'd, 
Gainſt 'fortune*s' ſtate would treaſon have pro- 

nounc'd ? 

Pol. Look whether he has not turn'd his colour, 
and has tears in's eyes. Pr'ythee no more. 

Ham. *Tis well, I'll have thee ſpeak out the reſt 
of this ſoon, Good my lord, will you ſee the 
players well beſtowed ?—Do you hear? let them be 
well uſed, for they are the abſtract and brief chro- 
nicles of the time: after your death, you were bet- 
ter to have a bad epitaph, than their ill report 
while you live. 


Pol. My lord, I will uſe them according to their 
deſert. 

Ham. Much better; uſe every man, Sir, accord- 
ing to his deſert, and who ſhall efcape whipping? 
Uſe them after your own honour and dignity, The 
leſs they deſerve, the more merit is in your bounty. 
Take them in. 

Pol. Come, Sits, | 

Ham, Follow him, friends 3 5 we'll have a play 
to-morrow. ' Doft thou hear me, old friend? My 
good friends, L' leave you till nicht! you are wel» 
come to Elfinoor. 

Roſ. Farewel, my lord. [E xi: Rol. and Guild. 

Ham. Can you play the murder of Gonzago? 
[To Player. 


Ham. I heard thee ſpeak me a ſpeech once, but]! 


Play. Ay, my lord. 
Hem, We'll have it to-morrow night; you could 


Is i 


uſe, 


That I have? he would drown.the ſtage with tears, 


| Confound the ign'rant, and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and ears: 


With this ſlave's offal. 


* Why, what an-aſs am I! This is moſt brave, 
That I, the ſon of a dear father murder'd, | 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

' Mutt, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 
And fall a curſing, like a very drab, a ſcullion; fie 


For murder, tho? it have no tongue, will ſpeak 
With moſt miraculous organ. I'll have theſe players 
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e ee ent of e ings, which) And (36. think) they have already orders 


I would ſet down and inſert could you not? 
Play. Ay, my lord. | 0 <4, 
Ham. Very well; follow that lord, and look you 
mock him not. {| Exeunt all but Hamlet. 
o what a wretch and peaſant ſlave am I! | 
Is it not monſtrous that this player here, 
But in a fiction, in a dream of paſſion, 
Could force his ſoul ſo to his own conceit, 
That from her working all the viſage warm'd, 
Teats in his eyes, diſtraction in his aſpect, 
A broken voice, and his whole funcion ſuiting 
With forms to his conceit; and all for nothing 
For Hecuba? | 1 
What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he ſhould weep for her? what would he do, | 
Had he the motive and the ground for paſſion 


Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, 


But 1 ama pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall 
To make oppreſſion bitter, or ere this 
I ſhould have fatted all the region kites 
lain! 
Remorſeleſs, treacherous, lecherous, kindleis vil- 


upon't! foh! 
About my brain! Hum! I have heard, 
That guilty creatures, fitting at a play, 
Have, by the very cunning of the ſcene, 
Been ſtruck ſo to the ſoul, that preſently 
They have proclaim'd their malefactions: 


Play ſomething like the murder of my father, 
Before my uncle, I'll obſerve his looks, 

I'll tent him to the quick; if he look pale, 

I know my courſe. The ſpirit that I have ſeen, 
May be a devil, and the devil may have power 
T'aſſume a pleaſing ſhape; yea, and perhaps, 
Out of my weakneſs, and my melancholy, 
As he is very potent with ſuch ſpirits, 

Abuſes me, to damn me. I'll have grounds 
More relative than this; the play's the thing, 
Wherein I'll catch the conſcience of the king. 


[ Exit. 
* 000 ©000 0000 K.. 
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Enter King, Queen, Polonivs, Ophelia, Roſencraus, 
Guiidenſtern, Gentlemen, and Guards. 

King. ND can you by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this con- 
fuſion ? 

R:[. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diſtracted; 
But from what cauſe, he will by no means ſpeak. 

Queen. Did he receive you well? 

Reſ. Moſt civilly. | 


Guil. But with much forcing of his diſpoſition. | 


Roſ. Unapt to queſtion ; but of our demands 
Moft free in his reply. 

Queen. Did you invite him to any paſtime? 

Raſ. Madam, it ſo fell out, that certain players 
We 9g'ertook on the way; of theſe we told him, 
And there did ſeem in him a kind of joy | 


| Muſt give us pauſe———There's the reſpect, 


That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 


bd & FT; 


* .* 
. 
1 


is night to play be fore him. 
Fel. Tis moſt true: 2 
And he beſeech'd me to intreat your majeſties 
To hear and fee the matter. 
King. With all my heart; 
And it doth much content me, 
To hear him ſo inclin'd: | 
Good gentlemen, give him a farther edge, 
And urge him to theſe delights. 
. R4f. We ſhall, my lord. [ Exeunt Roſ. and Guil. 
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too; 
For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, 
That he, as *twere by accident, may meet 
Ophelia here: her father and myſelf 
Will fo beſtow ourſelves, that, ſeeing and unſeen, 
Ve may of their encounter judge. 
Queen. I ſhall obey you :— 
And for my part, Ophelia, I do wiſh 
That your good beauties be the happy cauſe 
Of Hamlet's wildneſs : ſo I hope your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
To both your honours. 
Opb. Madam, I wiſh it may. [ Exit Queen, 
Pol. Ophelia, walk you here, whilſt we 
(If ſo your majeſty ſhall pleaſe) retire conceal'd. 
Opb. I hear him coming: retire, my lord. 
N [ Exeunt King and Pol, 
; Enter Hamlet. | 
Ham. To be, or not to be? that is the queſtion. 
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind, to ſuffer 
The ſlings and arrows of outrageous fortune; 
Or to take arms againſt a ſea of troubles, 
And by oppoſing end them? To die, to ſleep 
No more; and by a ſleep, to ſay we end 
The heart-ache, and the thouſand nat'ral ſhocks 
That fleſh is heir to; tis a conſummation 
Devoutly to be wiſh'd. To die, to ſleep 
To ſleep? perchance, to dream: ay, there's the rub ? 
For in that ſleep of death what dreams may come, 
When we have ſhuffled off this mortal coil, 


That makes calamity of fo long life: 
For who would bear the whips and ſcorns of time, 
Th' oppreſſor's wrong, the proud man's contumely, 
The pangs of deſpis'd love, the law's delay, 
The inſolence of office, and the ſpurns 


When he himſelf might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? Who would fardels bear, 
To groan and ſweat under a weary life ? 
But that the dread of ſomething after death, 
(That undiſcover'd country, from whoſe bourn 
No traveller returns) puzzles the will; | 
And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 
Than fly to others that we know not of. 
Thus conſcience does make cowards of us all ; 
And thus the healthful face of reſolution 
Is ficklied o'er with the pale caſt of thought; 
And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
With this regard their currents turn awry, 
And loſe the name of action.—Soft you, now, 
The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy oriſons 
Be all my fins remember'd, 
Opb. Good my lord, how do you? 
ame. I humbly thank you, well. 
Opb. My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That I have long'd to re-deliver ; | 
Pray you now receive them. 
Ham. No, not I; 1 never gave you aught. 
Opb. My honour'd lord, you know right weli 
you did, 


To hear of it; they're about the court, 


* with them words of ſo ſweet breath compos'd 
2 


H A 
Even thoſe you were wont to take ſuch 
4% t in, the tragedianz.of the city. 
Hom. How chances it they travel? Their reſi- 
dence both in reputation and profit was better both 
ways, Do they hold the ſame eſtimation they did 
when I was in the city? Are they ſo followed: 1 

Roſ. No, indeed, they are not. ä 

Ham. It is not very ſtrange; for my 42108 is 
king of Denmark, and thoſe that would make 
mouths at him, while my father lived, now give 
twenty, forty, fifty, nay, a hundred ducats apiece, 
for his picture in little: there is ſomething in this 
more than natural, if philoſophy could find it out. 

Guil, Shall we call the players, my lord? 

Ham. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elfinoor : 
your hands; th' appurtenance of welcome 1s faſhion 
and ceremony : but my uncle-father and aunt-mo- 
ther are deceived. 

Gail. In what, my dear lord ? 

Ham, I am but mad north- north-weſt; when the 
wind is ſoutherly, I know a hawk from a 'bernſhaw, 
Enter Polonius. 

Pol. Well be with you, gentlemen, | 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenſtern and Roſencraus, 
that great baby that you ſee there, is not yet out 
of his [waddling-clouts. | 

Roſ. Haply he is the ſecond time come to them; 
for they ſay an old man is twice a chiid. 

Ham. I propheſy that he comes to tell me of the 
players; mark it: you ſay right, Sir, a Monday 
morning, *twas then, indeed. 

Pol. My lotd, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you; when 
Roſcius was an actor in Rome 

Poel. The actors are come hicher, my lord. 

Ham, Bua, buz. 

Pol. Upon mine honourm—— 

Ham. Then came each actor on his aſs _ 

Pol. The beſt actors in the world, either for __ 
gedy, comedy, hiſtory, paſtoral, paſtoral-comical, 
hiftorical-paſtoral z ſcene unoividable, or poem un- 
limited : Seneca cannet be too heavy, nor Plautus 
too light. For the law of wit and liberty, theſe 
are the only men. 

Ham. O Jephtha, judge of Iſrael, what a trea- 
fure hadſt thou ! 

Pol. What treaſure had he, my lord 2 

Ham. Why, one fair daughter, and no more z 
the which he loved paſſing well, 

Pol. Still on my daughter ! {Afde. 

Ham. Am not I * th' right, old Jephtha ? 

Pol. If you call me Jephtha, my lord, I have a 
daughter that I love paſſing well. 

Ham. Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. Nay, what follows then, my lord 2 

Ham. Why as by lot, God wot, and then you 
know, it came to paſs, as moſt like it was: the 
firſt row of the rubrick will ſhew you more; he 


look where my abridgment comes. Bs 


Enter Players. 
— You are welcome, maſters. O, my old ftiend 
why, thy face is valanced, ſince 1 ſaw thee laſt; 
com'ſt thou to beard me in Denmark? What, my 
young lady and miſtreſs! marry, your ladyſhip, is 
grown nearer to heaven than when I ſaw you laft, 
by the altitude of a chopin ; I with your voice, like 
a piece of uncurrent gold, be not cracked. within 
the ring. Maſters, you are all welcome; we'll e'en 
to't like friendly falconers, fly at any thing we ſee: 
we'll have a ſpeech ſtraight; come, give us'a taſte of 
your quality; come, a paflionate ſpeech. , 
+ Play. What ſpeech, my good lord? . 
Ham. I heard thee ſpeak me a ſpeech once, but 


| 


Striking too ſhort at Greeks, 


| 


M L E T. 


it was never acted; or, if it was, not abbve ones, 
for the play, I remember, pleaſed not the million 
'twas caviare to the multitude, One ſpeech in 't1 


chiefly loved, twas /Eneas's tale to Dido; ang 


thereabout of it eſpecially, where he ſpeaks of Þ;;. 
am's ſlaughter, If it live in your memory, begin 
at this line, let me ſee, let me ſee 

The rugged Pyrrhus, like the Hyrcanian beaſt— 
Beaſt ! no, that's not it, yet it begins with Pyrrhyz, 


The rugged Pyrrhus, he whoſe fable arm, 


Black as his purpoſe, did the night reſemble, 
Old grandſire Priam ſeeks, 


Pol. My lord, well ſpoken, with good accent, 
and good diſcretion, 

Ham, So proceed you. 

Play. Anon he finds him, 

His antique ſword, 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it falls, 
Repugnant to command; unequal match'd, 
Pyrrhus at Priam drives, in rage ſtrikes wide, 
But with the whiff and wind of his oy ſword 
The unnerv'd father falls. 

But as we often ſee, againſt ſome derm, 

A filence in the heav'ns, the rack ſtand ſill, 
The bold wind ſpeechleſs, and the orb below 

As huſh as death; 3 anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region: fo, after Pyrrhus' pauſe, 
A rouſed vengeance ſets him new a-work ; 

And never did the Cyclops* hammers fall 

On Mars's armour, forg'd for proof eterne, 
With leſs remorſe than Pyrrhus bleeding ſword 
Now falls on Priam. 
Out, out, thou trumpet fortune! 

Pol. This is too long. | 

Ham, It ſhall to the barber's, with your beard, 
Pr'ythee, ſay on; he's for a jig, or a tale of bau- 
by or he ſleeps. Say on, and come to Hecuba. 

Play. But who, alas! had ſeen the mobled 

Ham. The mobled queen? [queen 

Pol. That's good. 

Play. Run — up and down, threatening the 
A clout upon that head flames; 
Where late the diadem ſtood, and for a robe, 
A blanket in th' alarm of fear caught up: 
Who this had ſeen, with tongue in venom ſteep'd, 
'Gainſt fortune's ſtate would treaſon have pro- 

nounc'd ? 

Pol. Look whether he has not turn'd his colour, 
and has tears in's eyes. Pr'ythee no more. 

Ham. *Tis well, I'll have thee ſpeak out the reſt 
of this ſoon. Good my lord, will you ſee the 
players well beſtowed ?—Do you hear? let them be 
well uſed, for they are the abſtract and brief chro- 
nicles of the time: after your death, you were bet- 
ter to have a bad epitaph, than their ill report 
while you live. 

Pol. My lord, I will uſe them according to their 
deſert. 

Ham. Much better; uſe every man, Sir, accord- 
ing to his deſert, and who ſhall efcape whipping? 
Uſe them after your own honour and dignity. The 
leſs they deſerve, the more merit is in your bounty. 
Take-them in. 

Poi. Come, Sits. 

Ham, Follow him, friends 3 7 we'll have a play 
to-morrow. Doſt thou hear me, old friend? My 
good friends, I' leave you till night : you are wel- 
come to Elfinoor. 

Roſ. Fare wel, my lord. [Exit Roſ. and Guild. 

Ham. Can you play the murder of Gonzago? 

[To Player. 


Play. my lord. 
Ham. Wei have it to-morrow night; you could 


OY 


HAM M L E T.: 11 


e once; I for need ſtady a ſpeech of ſome dozen lines, The: fad (as I think) they have already ordert 


nillion; I would ſet. down and infſert—could you not? is night to play before him, 


in't | Play. Ay, my lord. | nas: 5; Fel. *Tis moſt true: - 

J and Ham. Very well; follow that lord, and look you] And he beſeech'd me to intreat your majeſties 

of pri. mock him not, [ Exeunt all but Hamlet. | To hear and ſee the matter. 

begin o what a wretch and peaſant lave am I! | King. With all my heart; 

ls it not monſtrous that this player here, I ] And it doth much content me, 

ift— But in a fiction, in a dream of paſſion, Lo hear him ſo inclin'd: ä 

yrthug, Could force his ſoul ſo to his own"conceit, Good gentlemen, give him a farther edge, 
That from her working all the viſage warm'd, And urge him to theſe delights. 

: Tears in his eyes, diſtraction in his aſpect, Keſ. We ſhall, my lord. [ Exeunt Roſ. and Guil. 
A broken voice, and his whole fun&ion ſuiting King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too; 


ccent, Wich forms to his conceit; and all for nothing | For we have cloſely ſent for Hamlet hither, | 
For Hecuba? | 2 That he, as *twere by accident, may meet 
What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, Ophelia here: her father and myſelf 
That he ſhould weep for her?. what would he do, | Wall ſo beſtow ourſelves, that, ſeeing and unſeen, 
ſword, Had he the motive and the ground for paſſion Ve may of their encounter judge. 
| That I have? he would drown the ſtage with tears, | Queen. I ſhall obey you:. 


| Make mad the guilty, and appal the free, And for my part, Ophelia, I do wiſh 
's Confound the ign'rant, and amaze indeed That your good beauties be the happy cauſe 
d The very faculties of eyes and ears: Of Hamlet's wildneſs : ſo I hope your virtues 
But I ara pigeon-liver'd, and lack gall Will bring him to his wonted way again, 
To make oppreſſion bitter, or ere this To both your honours, 
I ſhould have fatted all the region kites | Opb. Madam, I wiſh it may. [ Exit Queen, 
With this ſlave's offal. [lain!] Pol. Ophelia, walk you here, whilſt we | 
* Remorſeleſs, treacherous, lecherous, kindleſs vil-| (If ſo your-majeſty ſhall pleaſe) retire conceal' d. 
uſe, | Why, what an aſs am I! This is moſt brave, Opb. I hear him coming: retire, my lord. 


That I, the ſon of a dear father murder'd, | | Exeunt King and Pol. 
* Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, . Enter Hamlet. 
* Mutt, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, Ham. To be, or not to be? that is the queſtion. 


d And fall a curſing, like a very drab, a ſcullion; fie Whether *tis nobler in the mind, to ſuffer 
upon't! foh! The ſlings and arrows of outrageous fortune; 
About my brain! Hum! I have heard, Or to take arms againſt a ſea of troubles, 
That guilty creatures, ficting at a play, And by oppoſing end them? To die, to ſleep 
Have, by the very cunning of the ſcene, No more; and by a ſleep, to ſay we end 
* Been ſtruck ſo to the ſoul, that preſently The heart-ache, and the thouſand nat'ral ſhocks 
They have proclaim'd their malefactions: That fleſh is heir to; tis a conſummation 
| For murder, tho' it have no tongue, will ſpeaks © | Devoutly to be wiſh'd. To die, to fleep—— 
With moſt miraculous organ. I'll have theſe players To ſleep? perchance, to dream: ay, there's the rub ? 
* Play ſomething like the murder of my father, For in that ſleep of death what dreams may come, 
Before my uncle, I'll obſerve his looks, When we have ſhuffled off this mortal coil, 
I' tent him to the quick; if he look pale, | Muſt give us pauſe———There's the reſpect, 
* 1 know my courſe. The ſpirit that I have ſeen, | That makes calamity of ſo long life: 
May be a devil, and the devil may have power For who would bear the whips and ſcorns of time, 
T aflume a pleaſing ſhape; yea, and perhaps, Th' oppreſſor's wrong, the proud man's contumely, 
Out of my weakneſs, and my melancholy, The pangs of deſpis'd love, the law's delay, 
As he is very potent with ſuch ſpirits, The inſolence of office, and the ſpurns 
Abuſes me, to damn me. I'll have grounds | That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 
More relative than this; the play's the thing, When he himſelf might his quietus make 


Whereiu I'll catch the conſcience of the king. With a bare bodkin ? Who would fardels bear, 
| [Exit.| To groan and ſweat under a weary life? 
But that the dread of ſomething after death, 
22 0£000 0000 0000000 pLZA (NZ 0000 00000000000000000%% (That undiſcover'd country, from whoſe bourn 
hes! No traveller returns) puzzles the will; f 
40TH ern 1. And makes us rather bear thoſe ills we have, 
| BY. Than fly to others that we know not of. 
Enter King, Queen, Polonivs, Ophelia, Roſencraus, Thus conſcience does make cowards of us all; 
Gui:denſtern, Gentlemen, and Guards. And thus the healthful face of reſolution 
King. ND can you by no drift of conference | Is ſicklied o'er with the pale caſt of thought; 
Get from him why he puts on this con- And enterprizes of great pith and moment, 
* fuſion? With this regard their currents turn awry, 
Reſ. He does confeſs he feels himſelf diſtracted; | And loſe the name of aCtion.—Soft you, now, 
But from what cauſe, he will by no means ſpeak. | The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy oriſons 
Queen. Did he receive you well? Be all my fins remember'd, 
Ref. Moſt civilly. | Opb. Good my lord, how do you? 
Guil. But with much forcing of his diſpoſition. am. 1 humbly thank you, well. 


Ro. Unapt to queſtion ; but of our demands Opb. My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
Moft free in his reply. | That I have long'd to re- deliver; 
Queen. Did you invite him to any paſtime? Pray you now receive them. 


Roſ. Madam, it ſo fell out, that certain players Ham. No, not I; 1 never gave you aught. 
We o'ertook on the way; of theſe we told him, Opb. My honour'd lord, you know right well 
And there did ſeem in him a kind of joy you did, 
To hear of it; they're about the court, ay with them words of ſo ſweet breath compos'd 
2 
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As made theſe things mor®rich : the perfutne loft, 
Take theſe again; for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts Wax 875 when sivers prove unkind, 
There, my lord. 5 7% 

Ham. Ha, ha, are you honeſt? 

Opb. My lord! + 99% 963 Va 

am. Are you fair? | 

Oph. What means your lordſmpꝰ 

Ham. That, if you be honeſt and fair, you. ſhould 
ad mit no diſcourſe to your beauty. 

Opb. Could beauty, my lord, have better com- 
merce, than with honeſty ? 

Ham. Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will 
ſouner transform honeſty from what it is, to a bawd, 
than the force of honeſty can tranſlate beauty into 
it's likeneſs: this was ſome time a paradox, but now 
the time gives proof, 1 did love you once. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe ſo. 

Ham. You ſhould not have believ'd me; for vir- 
tue cannot ſo inoculate our old ſtock, but we ſhall 
relith of it: I lov'd you not: 

Oph. I was the more deceiv'c. 

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery: why ſhould'ſt thou 
be a breeder of ſinners? Lam myſelf indifferent ho- 
neſt; but yet I could accuſe me of ſuch things, that 
it were better my mother had not borne me. I am 
very proud, revengeful, ambitious; with more of- 
fences at my back, than I have thoughts to put them 
in, imagination to. give them ſhape, or time to act 
them! in: what ſhould ſuch fellows, as I, do crawl- 
ing between earth and heaven? we are arrant knaves, 
beſieve none of us; go thy ways to a nunnery. 
Where's your facher? 

Ogh. At home, my lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be ſhut upon him, 

That he may plav the fool no where but in's own 
Farewel. [houſe; 

Or h. O help him, you ſweet heav'ns! 

Ham. It thou doſt marry, ll give thee this plague 
for thy dowry: be thou as chaſte as ice, as pure as 
ſnow, thou ſhalt not ſcape calumny. Ger thee to 
a nunnery. Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a 
tool, for wiſe men know well enough what mon- 
ders vou make ot them; to a nunnery go. 

Up., Heav'nly powers reftore him! 

Iam. I have heard of your paintings, well enough: 
nature hath given you one face, and you make your- 
lelves another; you Jigs and you amble, and you liſp, 
you nickname heav'n's creatures, and make your 
wautouneſs your ignorance. Go to; Fil no more 
„nt, it hath made me mad: I ſay, we will have ho 
more marriages; thoſe that are married already, all 
but one, thall live; the reſt ſhall keep as they are. 
To 2 nunner;, go, go, go. (Exit. 

Opb, O hat a noble mind is here © theme! 
"The expectation and rofe of the fair ſtate, 

T' voferv'd of all obſervers, quite, quite down, 

And 1 of ladies moſt deject and wretched, 

Now ſee that noble and moſt ſov'ieign dessen, 


Like ſweet bells jangied, out of tune and harth, 
Q wore is me! 


1” have fern what ! have ſcen, ſeeing what I ſee! | 


— 2 [ Exit. 
"ter K'ng and Polonius. * 
ing. Love! hi: affections do not that way tend; 
For What he ſpoke. tho' it lack'd form a little, 
Was not like madneſs. 
He ſhall with ſpeed to England, 
For the demand of our neglected tribute, 
What think you on't? 
Hel. It (hail do well: 
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To ſhew his grief f let her be round with him: 
And I'll be plar'g (de plexfe vou) in the ear 
Of all their conf'rence: it ſhe find him not, 
To England ſend him, or confine him where 
Your wiſdom-beſt ſhall think. 

King. It ſhall be ſo; | "ns 

Madneſs in grout ones muſt not onwatch' go. 
[Exeunt. 
Enres Hamlet and three Players. 

Hom. Speak. the ſpeech, I pray you, as I pro. 
nounc'd it to you, trippingly from the tongue: but 
if you mouth it, as many of our players do, I had 
as lief the town-crier ſpoke my lines. And do not ſaw 
the air too much with your hand, thus; but uſe all 
gently ; for in the very torrent, tempeſt, and, as! 
may fay, whirlwind of paſſion, you muſt acquire 
and beget a temperance that may give it ſmoothneſ;, 
Ol it offends me to the ſoul, to hear a robuſtious 
perriwig-pated fellow tear a paſſion to very rags, to 
ſplit the ears of the groundlings ; who, for the mot 


part, are capable of nothing but inexplicable dumb 


ſhews and noiſe ; I would have ſuch a fellow whipp'q 
for o'er-doing Termagant; it aa Ian Herod, 
Pray you avoid it. 
| Play. | warrant your honoer; | 

Ham. Be not too tame, neither, but let your own 
diſcretion be your tutor. Suit the action to the 
word, the word to the action; with this ſpecial ob- 
ſervance, that you o'erſtep not the modeſty of na- 
ture; for any thing fo o'erdone, is from the purpoſe 
of playing, whoſe end, both at firſt and now, was 
and is, to hold, as twere, the mirror up to nature; 
to ſhew virtue her own feature, ſcorn her own imace, 
and the very age and body of the time, his form and 
preſſure. O, chere be players, that I have ſeen play, 
and heard others praiſe, and that highly, not to 
ſpeak it prophanely, that, neither having the ac- 
tion of Chriſtian, nor the gait of Chriſtian, Pa- 
gan, nor man, have ſo ſtrutted and bellowed, that 
I have thought ſome of nature's journeymen had 
made men, and not made them well, they imitated 
humanity fo abominably. 
Play. | hope we have reformed that indifferently, 
with us. 

Ham. O reform it altogether: and let thoſe 
that play your clowns, ſpeak no more than is (et 
down for them; for there be of them that will 
themſelves laugh, to ſet on ſome quantity of barren 
ſpectators to laugh toe, though in the mean time 
ſome neceſlary queſtion of the play be then to be con- 
ſidered: that's villainous, and ſhews a moſt pitiful 
ambition in the fool that uſes it, 
err 
What, ho! Horatio! 

Enter Horatio.” 

Her. Here, my lord, at your ſervice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e'en as juſt n man, 
As cer my converſation met withal. 

Hor. O, my dear lord! 

Ham. Nay, do not think 1 flatter 
For what advancement may I hope from thee ? ? 
Thou haſt no revenue, but thy good ſpirits, 
To feed and cleath thee. 
Doſt thou hear? , 
Since my dear ſoul was miſtreſs of has choice, 
And could of men diſtinguiſh, her election 
Hath ſeal d thee for herſelf; for thou haſt been, 
As one, in ſuffering all, haſt ſuffer'd nothing; ; 
Give me the man 
That is not paſſion's {lave, and I will wear him 


| 


But, if vou hold it fit, after the play 
Let bis queen-wyther all alone entreat him 


In my heart's core; ay, in my heart of hearts, 
{As do thee, - Something too much of this. 
| There is a a play to- night, before the king; 


wy a 


Go, make you 


Unite, infolding them in ſacred ban ds. 


| Theſe words are not mine. 


ö capitol, 


1 tal a calf there 
Be che playecs ready ? 


for I'll have a ſuit of fables. 
months ago, and not forgotten yet! then there's 
hope a great man's memory may out-live his life 
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One ſcene of it comes near the circumſtance, | 
Which I have told thee, of my father's deaths | 
1 pr'ythee, when thou ſeeſt that act on foot, 
Fen with the very comment of thy ſoul © | 
Obſerve my uncle: if then his occult guilt | 
Do not itſelf difcover in one ſpeech, © 
It is # damned ghoſt that we have ſeen.” xs 
Give him needful note; 3 | 
For I mine eyes will rivet to his face 3 
And after, we will both our judgments join, 
In cenſure of his ſeeming. 9 
Hor. I will, my lord, . : | 
Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, and Gen- 
| tlemen. | 
Ham. They are coming to the play, I muſt be 
Get you a place. REEF Lidle: 
King. How fares our couſin Hamlet? 
Ham. Excellent, faith, . 
Of the camelion's diſh I eat, the ai; 
Promiſe-cramm'd. You cannot feed capons ſo; 
King. 1 have nothing with this anſwer, Hamlet; 


ö 


Ham, No, nor now mine, my lord 

You play'd once in the univerſity, you ſay? _- 
_ . [To Polonivs. 

Pol. That I did, my lord, and was accounted a 
very good actor. 6 

Ham. What did you enact? 

Pol. I did enact Julius Cæſar. 
Brutus kill'd me. 


Ham. It was a brute part in him, to kili ſo capi- 


I was kill'd i'th' 


Roſ. Ay, my lord, they wait upon your patience. 
Queen. Come hither, my dear Hamlet, fit by me. 
Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more at- 
Pol. O ho, do you mark that? Itractive. 


4 That L&iftruſty yet, though 1 diſtruft, 
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PI. Queen. So many journies may the ſun and 
C mo 6 n ! N 0 , FL < © 

Make us again count'o'er, ere love be done. 

But woe is me, you are 1o fick of late, 

And ſolſar diff'rent from your fo:mer ſtate, 


Diſcomfort you, my lord, it nothing muſt. 


| Naw what my love is, proofs have made you know; 


And as my love is grea', my fear is fo: 

Where love is great, the ſmalleſt doubts are fear; 

Where little fear grows great, great love grows 
theie. 

Pl. King, I muſt leave thee, love, and ſhortly too; 
My working pewers their functions leave to do; 
But thou thalt live in this fair world behind,” 
Honout'd; belov'd; and haply one as kind, 

For huſband ſhalt thou ———)— 

Pli' Queen, O, confound: the reſt! 


_ "| Such love muſt needs be treaſon in my breaſt; 


In ſecond huſband let me be accurſt | 


None wed the ſecond, but who kill'd the firſt, 


Ham. That's wormwood! | [ ſpeale; 
Pl. King. I do believe you think what now you 
But what we do determine, oft we break; 
What to ourſelves in paſſion we propoſe, 
The paHon ending, doth the purpoſe loſe : 
Think ſtill thou wilt no ſecond huſband wed ; 
But thy thoughts die, when thy firſt lord is dead. 
Pl. Queen. Nor earth, oh! give me food, nor 
heaven light, 12 | a 
Sport and repoſe lock from me, day and night! 
Both here and hence purſue me laſting ſtrife, 
If once 1 widow be, and then a wife! 
Ham. If the ſhould break it, now 
Pl. King. Tis deeply ſworn—ſweet, leave me 
here, awhile; | ; 
My ſpirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 


Ham. Lady, fhal! I jie in your lap? 
Oph. You are merry, my lord. 


| Ham. Your only jig-maker} what ſhould a man 
d do but be merry? for look you, how chearfully my 
N . looks, and my father died within theſe 
* hours. 


two 


Opb. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lord. 
Ham. So long? nay, then let the devil wear black, 
O heavens! die two 


— 


half a year; but he muſt build churches then. 
Opb. What means the play, my lord? 
am, It is miching Mallico; it means miſchief. 
Opb, But what's the argument? 
Enter Prologue. 

Ham, We ſhall know by this fellow: 

The players cannot keep ſecret ; they'll ſhew all. 

Oph. Are they fo good at ſhew, my lord? 

Ham. Aye, at any ſhew, that you will ſhew them: 
be not you aſhamed to ſhew, and they will not bluſh 
to tell you what it means. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught; I'll mark 

the play. 

Prol. For us, and for our tragedy, 

Here ſtooping to your clemency, 
We beg your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this the prologue, or the poley of a ring? 

Oph. Tis brief, my lord, | 

Ham. As woman's love. | 

Enter Player King and Queen, 
Pl. X 3 thirty times has Phœbus' car gone 
i round, ; 
Since love Hur hearts, and Hymen did our hands 


The' tedious day with ſleep. [ Skepre 

Pl. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain, 

And never come miſchance between us twain! 
| Ham. Madam, how like you the play? ' 

Queen. The lady doth proteſt too much, methinks, 

Ham. O, but ſhe'll keep her word. | | 

King. Have you heard the argument? is there no 

offence in't? | 

Ham. No, they do but jeſt; poiſon in jeſ. 

no offence, 

King. What do they call the play? 

Ham. The mouſe - trap: marry, how? tropically. 
This play is the image of a murder done in Vienna. 
Jonzago is the king's name, his wife Baptiſta; you 
ſhall ſee anon, *tis a knaviſh piece of work; but 
what of that ? your majeſty and we have free ſouls, 
it touches us not: let the galled jade winch, our 
withers are unwrung. 

Enter Lucianus. 
This is one Lucianus, nephew to the Duke. 

Opb. You are as good as a chorus, my lord. 

am. I could interpret between you and your love, 
If I couid ſee the puppets dallving—Come, begin, 
murderer; leave thy damnable faces, and begin, 
The croaking raven doth bellow forth revenge. 
Luc. Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and 
time agreeing, 
Confed'rate ſeaſon, and no creature ſeeing; 
Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
With Hecate's bane, thrice blaſted, thrice infected; 
Thy nat'ral magic and dire property, 
On wholſome life uſurp immediately. 
[ Pours the poiſon into bis ears. 
Ham. He poiſens him i'th' garden, for his eſtate; 


his name's Gonzago; the ſtory is extant, and writ- 


thouſand pounds. 
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ten in very choice Italian: you ſhall ſes anon how 


the murderer gets the love of Gonzago's wife, 

King. Give me ſome lights: awiy ! 

Pol. Give over the play. Lights, lights, lights! 

| Exeunt all but Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. Why let the ſtricken deer go weep, 

The hart ungall'd go play; | N 

For ſome muſt watch, while ſome muſt ſleep; 

| Thus runs the world away. e 
—0, good Horatio, I'd take the ghoſt's word for a 
Didſt perceive ? , 7 
Hor. Very well, my lord, 
Ham. Upon the talk of the poiſoning? - 
Hor. I did very well note him. | 
Ham. Come, ſome muſic : the recorders. 
| [ Exit Horatio, 
Enter Roſencraus and Guildenftern, 

Guil, Good my lord, vouchſafe me a word with you. 

Ham. Sir, a whole hiſtory, 

Guil. The king--Sir., 

Ham. Ay, Sir, what of him ? 

Cuil. Is in his retirement marvellous diſtemper'd. 
Ham. With drink, Sir? 

Guil. No, my lord, with choler, 

Ham. Your wiſdom would ſhew itſelf richer to 
ſignify this to the doctor; for me to put him to his 
purgation, would perhaps plunge him into more 
choler. 

Cuil. Good my lord, put your diſcourſe into ſome 
frame, and ſtart not ſo wildly from my buſineſs. 

Ham. I am tame, Sir, pronounce. 

Guil. The queen your mother, in moſt great af- 
fliction of ſpirit, hath ſent me to you, 

Ham. Sir, you are welcome. | 

Cuil. Nay, good my lord, this courteſy is not of 
the right breed. If it ſhall pleaſe you to make me 
a wholſome anſwer, I will do your mother's com- 
mand; if not, your pardon, and my return, ſhall 
be the end of the buſineſs. 

Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

- Roſ, What; my lord? 
Ham. Make you, a wholſome anſwer : my wit's 


_——_— 


__ diſeaſed, Bur, Sir, ſuch anſwer as I can make, you 


ſhall command; or rather, as you ſay, my mother. 
Reſ. Then thus ſhe ſays; your behaviour of late 
hath ftruck her into amazement and admiration, 
Han. O, wonderful fon, that can thus aſtoniſh a 
mother! But is there no ſequel, at the heels of this 
mother's admiration? Impart. 12 "5 

_ Rof. She deſires to ſpeak to you in her cloſet, ere 
you ga to bed. | 

Ham. We hall obey, were ſhe ten times our mo- 
ther. Have you any farther trade with us? 

Rof. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. And do ſo ſtill, by theſe pickers and ſtealers. 

Rof. Good my lord, what is the cauſe of your di- 
ſemper? You do ſurely bar the door upon your own 
liberty, if you deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. | 

Reſ. How can that be, when you have the voice 
of the king himſelf, for your ſucceſſion in Denmark? 

Enter Horatio, with Recorders: 

Ham. Ay, Sir, but while the graſs. grows—the 
proverb is ſomething. muſty.— Oh, the recorders! 
why do vou go about to recover the wind of me, as 
if you would drive me into a toil ? 

Cuil. Oh, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my 
love is unmannerly. e 

Ham. I do not well underſtand that. Will you 
play upon this pipe? 

Gail. My lord, I cannot. 

Ham. I pray you. ES ek 

Cuil. Beſieve me, I cannot. 


L E T. 

Ham. I beſeech you. 19941 

Guil. 1 know no touch of it, my-lord. 

Ham. "Tis as eaſy as lying; govern. theſe venti. 
ges with your fingers and thumb; give it breath 
with your mouth, and it will diſcourſe moſt excel. 
lent muſic : look you, theſe are the tops. 

Gail. But theſe cannot I command to any utter. 
ance of harmony. I have not the ſkill, 

Ham. Why look you, now, how unworthy a thing 
you make of me; you would play upon me; you 
would ſeem to know my ſtops; you would pluck 
out the heart of my myſtery ; you would ſound me 
from my loweſt note, to the top of my compals ; and 
there is mach mukc, excellent voice, in this little 
organ, yet cannot you make it ſpeak. Sdeath! do 
you think I'm eaſier to be play'd on, than a pipe: 
call me what inſtrument you will, tho' you can fret 
me, you cannot play upon me. 

Enter Polonius. 
Pol. My lord, the queen would ſpeak with you, 

Ham. Do you fee yonder cloud, that's almoſt in 
ſhape of a camel? 

Pol. Tis like a camel, indeed. 

Ham, Methinks tis like a weazel. 

Pol. It is black like a weazel. 

Ham. Or like a whale. 

Pol. Very like a whale. 

Ham. Then will 1 come to my mother, by and 
by—they. fool me to the top of my bent. I will 
come, by and by. 

Pol. I will fay ſo. 

Ham. Leave me, friends. * | [Exeurt, 
Tis now the very witching time of night, {out 
When church-yards yawn, and hell itſelf breathes 
Contagion tothe world; now could I arink hot bloc, 
And do ſuch deeds, as day itſelf i 
Would quake to look on. Soft! now to my mother! 
O, heart, loſe not thy nature! let not ever 
The ſoul of Nero enter this firm boſom ! 
Let me be cruel, not unnatural: | 
[ will ſpeale daggers to her, but uſe none, [ Fx, 

Enter King, Roſencraus, and Guildenſtern. 

King. I like him not, nor ſtands it ſafe with us 
To let his madneſs range. Therefore prepare you; 
For we will fetters put about this fear, 

Which now goes too free-footed, 
Roſ. We will make haſte. [ Exe. Rof. and Guil. 
Enter Polonius. 

Pol. Sir, he is going to his mother's cloſet ;/ 
Behind the arras I'll convey myſelf, 

To hear the proceſs; I'll warrant ſhe'll tax him 

And, as you ſaid, and wiſely was it ſaid, [home, 
"Tis meet that ſome more audience than a mother, 
Since nature makes them partial, ſhou'd o'erhear 
Their ſpeech. Fare you well, my liege; 
I'll-ca!l upon you ere you go to bed, 
And tell you what I hear. 

King. Thanks, dear my lord. 

Oh! my offence is rank, it ſmells to heav'n ; 

It hath the primal, eldeſt curſe upon't, 

A brother's murder. Pray 1 cannot, 

Tho! inclination be as ſharp as twill, 

My ftronger guilt defeats my ſtrong intent; 

And, like a man to double hufineſs bound, 

I ſtand in pauſe where I ſhall firic vegin, 

And both negiet. What if this curſed hand 
Were thicker than itſe!f with hrother's blood? 

Is there not rain enough in the ſweet heav*ns, 

To wath it white as ſnow? whereto ſerves mercy, 

But to confront the viſage of offence? - 

Then I'll look up: 
My fault is paſt. But oh! what form & prayer 


[Ext 


[Can ſerve my turn? Forgive me my foul murder 


bo E is, N 1 » 
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rere, 


and 
will 


kunt. 
- 

| Out 
tithes 
ood, 


her! 


Von go not, till I ſet you up a.glaſs, 
{ Where you may ſee the inmoſt part of you. 


FC 


That cannot be, ſince I am ſtill poſſeſs'd 

Of thoſe effects for which I did the murder! 
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 
May one be pardon'd, and retain th' offence? 
In the corrupted currents of this world, 
Otfence's gilded hand may ſhove by juſtice; 

And oft 'tis ſeen, the wicked prize itſelf 

Buys out the law; but tis not ſo above: 

There is no ſhuffling; there the action lies 

In its true nature, and we ourſelves compell'd, 
F'en to the teeth and forehead of our faulrs, 
To give in evidence. What, then! what reſts! 
Try what repentance can: what can it not! 
Yet what can it, when one cannot repent ! 

O wretched ſtate! O boſom, black as death! 

O limed foul, that, ſtruggling to be free, 

Art more engag'd ! Help, angels! make eſſay! 


Bow, ſtubborn knees; and hearts with ftrings of 


Be ſoft as finews of the new-born babe. Tow 

All may be well. Exit. 

; Enter Queen and Polonius, | 

Pol. He will come ſtraight, look you lay home to 
him; 


Tell him his pranks have been too broad to bear with, 
And that your Grace hath ſtood between 
Much heat and him. I'll here conceal myſelf ; 
Pray you be round with him. 
Queen. Withdraw, I hear him coming. 
Pol. exit behind the arras. 
Enter Hamlet. 
Ham. Now, mother, what's the matter? 
Queen. Hamlet, thou haſt thy father much of- 
fended. N 
Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Queen. Come, come, you anſwer with an idle 
tongue. | | 
Ham. Go, go, you queſtion with a wicked one. 
Queen. Why, how now, Hamlet? 
Ham, What's the matter now ? 
Queen. Have you forgot me? 
Ham. No, by the rood, not ſo; 
You are the Queen, your huſband's brother's wife; 


And, would it were not ſo! you are my mother. 


Queen. Nay, then I'll ſet thoſe to you that can 


ſpeak. | _ 
Ham. Come, come, fit you down; you ſhall not 
[dudge; 


Queen. What wilt thou Co? Thou wilt not mur- 


der me? Help, hoa! 


Pol. What hoa, help! Bebind the arras. 
Ham. How now, a rat! dead for a ducat, dead, 


; [Kills Pol. 
Pol. O! I am lain. | 
Queen. What haſt thou done? | 
Ham. Nay, I know not: is it the King? 
Queen. O what a raſh and bloody deed is this! 
Ham. A bloody deed; almoſt as bad, good mother, 
As kill a king, and marry with his brather. 
Queen. As kill a king? 
Ham. Ay, lady, *twas my word, 
Thou wretched, raſh, intruding fool, farewel : 
| | | [To Pol. 
I took thee for thy betters; take thy fortune: 
Thou find'ſt, to be too buſy is ſome danger.— 
Leave wringing af your hands: peace, fit you down, 


And let me wring your heart; for ſo I ſhall, 


Ik it be made of penetrable ſtuff; 


VE 


If damned cuſtom have not braz'd it 5-4 


| That it is proof and bulwark againſt ſenſe. 


In noife fo rude 


Rueen, What have I done, that thou doſt wag thy 
: againſt me? | [tongue, 
Ham, Such an act, 
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That blurs the Trace and bluſh of modeſty, 
Calls virtue hygocrite, takes off the roſe 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love, 
And ſets a bliſter there : makes marriage-vows 
As falſe as dicers' oaths: oh, ſuch a deed ! 
As from the body of contraction plucks 


The very foul, and ſweet religion makes 


A thapſody of words. 
Ah me! that act 
pg Ah me! what act? 3 

am. Look here upon this picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit preſentment of two brothers; 
See What a grace was ſeated on this brow, 
Hyperion's curls, the front of Jove himſelf; 
An eye like Mars, to threaten or command; 
A ſtation like the herald Mercury, 
New lighted on a heaven-kiſſing bill; 
A combination, and a form indeed, 
Where every god did ſeem to ſet his ſeal, 
To give the world aſſurance of a man: | 
This was your huſband—Look now what follows: 
Here is your huſband, like a mildew'd ear, | 
Blaſting his wholſome brother, Have you eyes? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 
And batten on this moor ? Ha! have you eyes? 
You cannot call it love; for at your age 
The heyday of the blood is tame, tis humble, 
And waits upon the judgment; and what judgmeat 
Would ftep, from this to this? 
O ſhame, where is thy bluſh ? 
Rebellious hell, | 
If thou canſt mutiny in a matron's bones, 
To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 
And melt in her own fire. 

NAueen, O Hamlet, ſpeak no more! 
Thou turn' mine eyes into my very ſoul, 
Ham. Nay, but to live 
In the rank ſweat of an inceſtuous bed— 


\ Queen, No more, ſweet Hamlet. 


Ham. A murderer, and a villain ! 
A ſlave, that's not the twentieth part the tythe 


| Of your precedent lord : a vice of kings; 


A cutpurſe of the empire and the rule, 
That from a ſhelf the precious diadem ſtole, 
And put it in his pocket. 
Enter Ghoſt. 
Save me, and hover o'er me with your wings, 
You heavenly guards !—Wl.at would your gracious 
Dreen. Alas! he's mad. figure? 
Ham. Do you not come your tardy ſon to chide, 
That, laps'd in time and paſſion, lets go by 
Th' important acting of your dread command? O 
G be. Do not forget: this viſitation [ſay! 
Is but to whet thy almoſt blunted purpoſe. 


| But look! amazement on thy mother fits: 


O ſtep between her and her fighting ſoul ! 
Conceit in weakeſt bodies ſtrongeſt works. 
Speak to her, Hamlet. 
Ham. How is it with yon, Madam? 
Queen. Alas! how is't with you; 
That you do bend your eye on vacancy, 
And with th* incorporeal sir do hold diſcourſe, 
Forth at your eyes your ſpirits wildly peep. 
| Whereon do you look? | 
Ham. On him! on him! look you how pale he 
glares! 
His form and cauſe conjoin'd, preaching to ſtones, 
Would make them capable. Don't look upon me, 
Left with this piteous action you convert | 
My ftern effects; then what I have to do, 
Will-want true colour, tears.perchance for blood. 
Queen. To whom do you fpeak this? 


Ham. Do you ſee nothing there? 
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Quern. Nothing at all; yet all that 's here I ſee. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing een 
Queen. No, nothing but ourſel [away! 
Ham, Why look you there; look, how it ſtalks 

My father in his habit as he liv'd; 

Look where he goes, even now, out at the portal. | 

[Exit Ghoſt. 
Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain. 
Ham. My pulſe, as yours, doth temp'rately 2 
time, 

And make as healthful muſic: 'tis not madneſs 

That I have utter'd ; bring me to the teſt, 

And I the matter will re-word, which madneſs 

Cannot do. Mother, for the love of grace, 

Lay not this flatt'ring unction to your ſoul, | 

That not your treſpaſs, but my madneſs, ſpeaks ; ; 

Confeſs yourſelf to Heay'n, repent what's paſty 

Avoid what is to come. 

Queen. O Hamlet! thou haſt cleft my heart. 
Ham. Then throw away the worſer part of it, 
And live the purer with the other half. | 

Good night, but go not to my uncle's bed; 

Aſſume a virtue, if you have it not. 

Once more, good night ! 

And when you are deſirous to be bleſt, 

I'll blefling beg of you. —For this ſame lord, 
[ Pointing to Pol. 

J do repent ; but heav'n has pleas'd it ſo, 

To puniſh me with this, and this with me, 

That 1 muſt be their ſcourge and miniſter, 

J will beſtos him, and will anſwer well 

The death I gave him ; ſo again, good night! 

J muſt be cruel, only to be kind; 

Thus bad begins, and worſe remains behind. 
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SCENE I. A Reyal Apartment, 


Enter King and Queen. 


HERE*'s matter in theſe ſighs, 
You muſt expound them: 
How does Hamlet ? 

Queen, Mad as the fea and wind, when both con- 
Which is the mightier; in his lawleſs fit, [tend 
Behind rhe arras heating ſomething ſtir, 

He whips his rapier out, and cries, A rat! 
And in his brainiſh apprehenſion, kills 
The unſeen good old man. 

King. O heavy geed " 
Jt had been ſo with us, had we been 3 
Where is he gone? 

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath killa, 

King. Gertrude, come away; 
The ſun no ſooner ſhall the mountains touch, 
But we will ſkip him hence; and this vile deed 
We muſt, wita all our majeſty and ſkill, 
Both count'nante and excuſe—Ho, Guildenſtern ! 

Euter Roſencraus and Guildenſtern. 
Friends both, go join you with ſome farther aid; 
Hamlet in madneſs bath Polonius ſlain, 
And from his nidther's cloſet he hath dragg'd him: 
Go ſeek him our, ſpeal fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapet; I pray you haſte in this. 
Come, Gertrude. 
Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely ſtow'd. 

be Within, Hamlet! Lord Hamlet !] 

Ham. What noife? Who calls Hamlet? 

Ref. What have you "done; my lord, with the 


King. 


[ Exeunt, 


for England: Farewel, dear mother! 


Ss nk Th 


Ham. Compounded it with the duſt, wheteto it 
is akin, 

Roſ. Tell us where'tis, that we may take it thence, 

And bear it to the chapel. 

Ham. Do not believe it. 

Roſ. Believe what ? 

Ham. That I can keep your counſel, and not my 


con; beſides, to be demanded of a ſponge, what 


replication ſhould be made by the ſon of a king? 
Roſ. Take you me for a ſponge, my lord ? 
Ham. Ay, Sir, that ſoaks up the king's countenance, 
his rewards, his authorities: but ſuch officers do the 
king beſt ſervice in the end; z he keeps them like 
an apple in the corner of his jaw, firſt mouth's; to 
be laſt ſwallow'd: when he needs what you have 
glean'd, it is but ſqueezing you, and, ſponge, you 
ſhall be dry again. 

Roſe. 1 underſtand you not, my lord. 

Ham. I am glad of it; a knaviſh ſpeech ſleeps in 
a fooliſh ear. 

Rof. My lord, you muſt tell us where the body 
is, and go with us to the king. 


Ham. Bring me to him, [ Exeunt, 
Enter King and Gentlemen. 
King. How dang'rous is it, that this man goes 
looſe ! 


Yet muſt we not put the ſtrong law upon him; 
He's lov'd of the diſtracted multitude, 

Who like not in their judgment, but their eyes; 
And where *tis ſo, th' offender's ſcourge is weigh'd, 
But never the offence. To bear all ſmooth and even, 
This ſudden ſending him away muſt ſeem 
Delib'rate pauſe: diſeaſes deſperate grown, 

By deſperate appliances are reliev'd, 

Ur not at all, 


Enter Roſencraus and Guildenſtern. 


King, How now? What hath befallen? 
Reſ. Where the dead body is beſtow'd, my lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he? 

Roſ. Without, my lord, guarded, to know your 
King. Bring him before us. [ pleaſure, 
Roſ. Hoa, bring in the Lord Hamlet. 


Enter Hamlet and Guards. 
King. New, Hamlet, where's Polonius ? 
Ham. At ſupper. 
King. At ſupper! where? 
Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten; 
a certain convocation of politic worms are e en at 
him. 
King. Where is Polonius ? 
Ham, In heaven; ſend thither to ſee : if your 
meſſenger find him not there, ſeek bim i' th' other 
place yourſelf; but indeed, if you find him not 
within this month, you ſhall noſe him as you go up 
ftairs into the lobby. 

King. Go ſeek him there, 

Ham. He will ftay till you come. 

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine * ſafety, 
Muſt fend thee hence; . 
Therefore prepare thyſelf, 

The bark is ready, and the wind fits far, 
For England. 5 

Ham. For England 13 | 9 . 

King. Ay, Hamlet. Fa 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew our purpoſes. 

Ham. I ſee a cherub that ſees them; but come, 


King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 
Ham. My mother: father and mother are man 


de ad body ? ? 


| 


and wife; man and wife are one fleſhy and, ſo m. 


ord, 


your 
[ſure, 


aten; 
en a 


your 
other 
not 
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afety, 


8. 
come, 


p man 
ſo mY 


mother. Farewel, mother | Come, for Eng 
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land! | 
4 u. [ Exit. 
King. Follow him, = 
Tempt him with ſpeed aboard * 
Away, for every thing is ſeal'd and done, [ avght, 
And, England! if my preſent love thou hold'ſt at 
Let it be teſtify'd in Hamlet's death. [ Exit. 
nter Queen, Horatio, and à Gentleman. 
Queen. I will not ſpeak. with her. 
Cent. She is importunate, 
Indeed diſtracted, and deſerves your pity. 
Queen, Iwill not ſpeak with her. [may ſtrew 
Har. 'T were good the were ſpoke with, tor ſhe 
Dang'rous conjeQtures in ill-breeding minds. 
Queen. Let her come in. | 


Enter Ophelia. [ 


Opb. Where is the beauteous majeſty of Denmark? 

Queen. How now, Ophelia? | | 

Opb. [Sings ] How ſhould I your true- love know 
© , from ancther one? 


By bis cockle-bat and flaff, and his ; ſandal ſboon. 


Queen. Alas! ſweet lady, what imports this ſong? | 


Opb. Say you? nay, pray you mark: 
He is dead and gone, lady, he is dead and gone; 
At bis bead a graſs-green turf, at bis heels a fone. 
Queen, Nay, out Ophelia, 
Opb, Pray you mark. 
White his ſhroud as meuntain ſnow, 
Larded all with ſweet flowers, | 
Which bewept to the grave did go 
With true love-ſhowers. 
; Enter King. 
2 Alas! look here, my lord ! 
ing. How do you, pretty lady? 

Opb. Well, God yield you! they ſay the owl was 
a baker's daughter. We know what we are, but 
we know not what we may be. 

King. Conceit upon her father, 
Oph. Pray let's have no words of this; but when 
they aſk you what it means, ſay this: 
To-morrow is St. Valentine's day, 
| in the morn betime ; _ 
And I a maid at your window, 
To he ycur Valentine. 
King. Pretty Ophelia! | 
Opb. Indeed, without an oath, I'll make an 


- hay 1 | 

ben up be aroſe, and don d bis cloaths, and dpe d bis 
chamber-door, | 

Let in the maid, that out a maid never departed more. 

King. How long hath ſhe been thus ? 

Opb. I hope all will be well ; we muſt be pa- 
tient; but I cannot chuſe but weep, to think they 
ſhould lay him i' th' cold ground: my brother ſhall 
know of it, and ſo 1 thank you for your good 
counſel: - TY 
Come, my coach; good night, ladies, good night; 
Sweet ladies, good night, good night. 

King. F ollow her cloſe, give her good watch, 1 

pray you. | 
This is the poiſon of deep grief; it ſprings 
All from her father's death. [A noiſe within. 
Enter Gentlemen. 

Gen. Save yourſelf, my lord. 
Young Laertes, in a riotous head, 
O'er-bears your officers; the rabble call him lord; 

hey cry, Chuſe we Laertes for our king : 
Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes ſhall be king, Laertes king! [A noiſeqwithin | 


[Sings. 


Laer. [Within.] Where is the king ? Sirs, ſtand 


you all without, 
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Queen. Calmly, good Laertes. [me baſtard, 
Laer. That drop of blood that's calm, proclaims 
Cries cuckol to my father, brandy the harlot, 
E'en here, between the chaſte unſmirched brow 
Of my true mother, | 
King, What is the cauſe, Laertes, 

That thy rebeliion looks ſo giant-like ? 

Let him go, Gertrude: do not fear our perſon; 
There's ſuch divinity doth hedge a king, 

That treaſon dares not reach at what it would. 

Let him go, Gertrude. 2 

Laer. Where's my father? 

King. Dead. 

Queen. But not by him. 

King. Let him demand his fill. [with. 
Laer. How came he dead? Ill nat be Juggled 
To hell, allegiance!. vows, to the blackeſt devil! 


To this point-I ſtand, 55 


That both the worlds I give to negligence, 
Let come what will; only I'll be reveng'd 
Moſt thoroughly for my father. 
King. Who ſhall ftay you? 
Laer. My will, not all the world: 
And for my means, I'll huſband them ſo well, 
They ſhall go far with little, | 
King. Will you, in revenge of your 
Dear Ather's death, deſtroy both friend and foe 
Laer. None but his enemies. 
King. Wil: you know them, then? 
Laer. To his good friends thus wide IJ ope my 
And, like the kind life-rend'ring pelican, Tn 
Relieve them with my blood. | 
King. Why, now you ſpeak 
Like a true gentleman. Y 
That I am guiltleſs of your father's death, 
And am moſt ſenſible in grief for it, 
It call as level to your judgment lie, 
As day does to your eye. 
Hor. [ Vitbin.] O poor Ophelia. 
Laer. Let her come in. 
Enter Ophelia. 
O roſe of May! 


Dear maid, kind ſiſter, ſweet Ophelia ! 


O heav'ns ! is't poſſible a young maid's wits 
Should be as mortal as a fick man's life? 
Oph. They bore him bare-fac'd on the bier, [ Sings. 
And in his grave rain'd many a tear. 

Laer. Hadſt thou thy wits, and didſt perſuade 
It could not move thus. [revenge 
Opb. You muſt fing, down-a-down, 
And you call him a-down-a. O how the wheel be- 
comes it! | 3 

It is the falſe ſte ward that ſtole his maſter's daughter. 
Laer. This nothing is much more than matter. 

Opb. There's roſemary, that's for remembrance z 
pray you, love, remember: and there's pancies, 


i that's for thoughts. 


Laer. A document in madneſs! thoughts and 
remembrance fitted. : | 

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines 3 
there's rue for you, and here's ſome for me. We may 
call it herb of grace, o'Sundays : O, you may wear 
your rue with adifference. There's a daiſy; I would 
give you ſome violets, but they withered all when my 
poor father died. They ſay he made a good end. 


For honny ſweet Robin is all my joy. Sings. 
| Laer. ada and affliction, paſſion, he itſelf! 
She turns to favour, and to prettineſ. 


Oph. And will be not come again? 
And will be not come again? 
No, no, be is dead, gone to bis death-bed, 


* 
” 


Enter Laertes, 


d chou vile king! give me ay father, 


He never «vill come again. 
| His beard was white as ſures 


18 
All flaven was bis poll; 
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I; the great love the people bear him, 


He is gone, be is gone, and we caf a Who, dipping all his faults in their affection, 


mean | Would, like the ſpring that turneth wood to ſtone, 
And peace be with bis ſoul, and with all lo- | Convert his gyves to grices. 5 
vers ſouls. Exit. Laer. And ſo 1 have à noble father loſt, 


King. Laertes, I muſt ſhare in your grief, 
Or you deny me right : go but apart, 
Make choc of whom your wiſeſt friends you will, 
And they ſhall hear and judge twixt you and me; 
If by direct, or by collat'ral hand, | 
They find us touch'd, we will our kingdom give 
To you in fatisfaftion ; but if not, 
Be you content to lend your patience to us; 
And we ſhall jointly labour with your foul, 
To give it due content. | 

Laer. Let this be fo, 


. His means of death, his obſcure funeral, 


No trophy, ſword, or hatchment o'er his bones; 
No noble rite, nor formal oſtentation, 
Cry to be heard, as *twere from earth to heaven, 
That I muſt call't in queſtion. 
King. So you ſhall ; 
And where th" offence is, let the great ax fall. 
I pray you go with me. | . [Exeunt. 
Enter Horatio and Gentleman. 5 
Hor. What are they that would ſpeak with me ? 


Gent. Seafaring men, Sir; they ſay they have 


letters for you, 
Her. Letthem come in. 
I do not know from what part of the world 
1 onld be greeted, if not from Hamlet, 
Enter twy Sailors. 

1 Sail. Save you, Sir. | A 

2 Sail. Here are letters for you, Sir, if your 
name be Horatio, as we are informed it is. n 

Horatio reads the Letter. LE 

c Horatio, When thou ſhalt have overlooked 
this, give theſe fellows. ſome means to the king; 
they have letters for hich. Etre we were two dhys 
old at ſea, a pirate of very warlike appointment 
gave us chace. Finding ourſelves too flow of fail, 
we put on a compelled valour, and in the grapple I 
bozrded them: on the inſtant they got clear of our 
;kip, and ſo 1 alore' became their prifoner. They 
have dealt with me like thieves of mercy, but they 
knew what they did, I am to do a turn for them. 
Let the king have the letters J have ſent, and re- 


. 


A 


ouldſt fly death. I have Words to ſpeak in thine 
ear will make thee dumb, yet ate * much too 
light for the matter. Theſe good fellows will 
bring thee where Il am. Roſencraus and Guilden- 


Rern hold their courſe for England. Of them 1 
* HAMLET." 
Come, I will make you way for theſe your letters; 


have much to tell thee, Farewel. 


And do't the ſpecdier, that you may direct me 
To him from whom you brought them. | Exeunt. 
Enter King and Laertes. 
King. Now muſt your conſcience my acquittance 
ſeal, SL Seas "& 
And you muſt put me in your heart for ftiend ; 
Since you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 


That he who hath your noble father flaing” 


Purſu'd my life. PE 20 
Leer. It well appears. But tell me, 
Why youfprocced not againſt theſe crimes, 
So capital in nature. ; 
King. For two ſpecial teafons, _ 
Which may perhaps to you ſeem weak, ' . 
But yet to-me they're ſtrong, The Queen, his 
Lives almoft by his lboks. | [mother, 
The other motive. 
Vhy to a pub court J might not go, 


pou thou to me with as much ſpeed as thou 


A ſiſter driven into deſperate terms, 
Whoſe worth, if praiſes may go back again, 
Stood challenger on maunt of all the age 
For her perfections. But my revenge will come. 

King. Break not your ſleep for that: you muſt 

not thin | FEST 3 
That we ate made of ſtuff fo flat and dull, 
That we can let our beard be ſhook with danger, 
And think it paſtime ; you ſhall ſoon hear more. 
I loy'd your father, and we love ourſelf. 
Enter a Meflenger. 


. 4 # 


How now ! what news ? 


Meg. Letters, my lord, from Hamlet. Theſe 
to your majefty': this to the queen. 
King. From Hamer? WIe ught them? 
N Sailors, m ard ; 
King. Lieites, vor Yall hea the Leave ns, 
, E vit Meſſ. 
& High and nne en me!! Enow | am ſet 


naked on your le ingo erte ſhall 1 beg 
leave to ſee your kim y *yer when I ſhall (firſt 
aſking your pardon) thereunto r*count the occation 
of iny ſudden and moſt ſtrange re urn. | 
What thou'd this mean? Are all che reſt come 
Or is it ſome abuſe, and no ſuch thing? [back? 
Laer. Know you the hand? W 
King. Tis Hamlet's character. Naked! 
And in a poſtſcript here, he ſays, alone: 
Can you adviſe me? | | 
Laer. I'm loft in't, my lord; but let him tome, 
It warms the very fickneſs of my heart, 
That I ſhall live to tell him to his teeth, 
Thus didſt thou. | 
King. If it be ſo, Laertes, 
Will you be rul'd by me ? To a peace. 
Laer. Ay, my lord, fo you will not over-rule me 
King. To thine own peace: if he be now return'd, 
As liking not his voyage, and that he means 
| No more to undertake it, Iwill work him 
To an exploit now ripe in my device, 
Under the which he ſhall not chuſe but fall : 
And for his death no wind of blame ſhal! breathe, 
But even his mother ſhall uncharge the practice, 
And call it accident. 
Laer. My lord, I will be rul'd, 
The rather, if you could deviſe it ſo, 
That I might be the inſtrument. 
King. It falls right. Sola 
You have been talk'd of ſince your travel much 
And that in Hamlet's hearing, for a quality | 
Wherein they (ay you ſhine. 5 
Laer. What part is that, my lord? 
King. A very feather in the cap of youth, 
Yet needful tod. "Two months fine, 
Here was a gentleman of Normandy; 


* 


He made confeſſion of you, 


4 


And gave you ſuch a mafterfy report, 
For art and exercife in your defence, 


And for your rapjer moſt eſpecially, 


That he cry'd oat, "Twonld be a fight, indeed, 


| To ſee Laertes match'd. The fenicers of their nation, 
| He ſwore, had neither motion, guard, nor eye, 


If you oppos'd them. Sir, this report of his 


| Did Hamlet fo envenom with his envy, 


That he could nothing do, but with and beg 
Your ſudden coming over to play with him. 
Now out of this i 


Luer. What out of this, my lord ? 


uſt 


1e. 


Frave ſtraight 


Or are you like the painting of a ſorrow, 
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. Kings Laertes, was your father dear to you? 
A face without a beart ? 
Laer. Why aſk you this? 
King. Not that 1 think you did not love your 
But to the huſineſs: wh [ father, 
Hamlet comes back; what would you undertake 
To ſhew yourſelf indeed your father's ſon, | 
More than in wotds? Eo 
Laer. To cut his throat i' th' church. | 
King. No place indeed ſhould ſhield a murgerer, 
Revenge ſhould have no bounds ; but, good Laertes, 
Keep cloſe within your chamber. | 
Hamlet return'd, ſhall know you are come home ; 
We'll put on thoſe ſhall praife your excellence, 
And ſet a double varniſh on the fame [ gether, 


The Frenchtnan gave you: bring you, in fine, to- þ « 


And wager on you heads. He, being remiſs, , 
Moſt generous, and free from all contriving, 
Will not peruſe the foils ; ſo that with eaſe, 
Or with a little ſhuffling, you may chuſe 

A ſword unbated, and, in a paſs of practice, 
Requite him for your father's death. 

Laer. I'll do't; | REN 

And for the purpoſe I'll anoint my ſward : 

I bought an unction of a mountebank, 

So mortal, that but dip a knite in it, 

Where it draws blood, no cataplaſm fo rare, ' 
Collected from all fimples that have virtue, 

Under the moon, can ſave the thing from death, 
That is but ſcratch'd withal: I'll touch my point 
With this contagion, that if I gall him lightly, 
It may be death. | 

King. Let's ſurther think of this: | 
I hay*'t—when in your motion you are hot, 

And make your bouts more violent to that end, 
And that he calls for drink, I'll have prepar'd him 
A chalice for the purpoſe; whereon but taſting, 
If he by chance eſcape your venom'd ſword, 

It ſhall be death. . 
Enter Queen, 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another's heel, 
So faſt they follow: your ſiſter's drown'd, Laertes. 

Laer. Drown'd ! O where ? 

Queen. There is a willow growing o'er a brook, 
That ſhews his hoary leaves i' th' glaſſy ſtream, 
Near which fantaſtic garlands the did make 
Of crow-flow'rs, nettles, daiſies, and long purples: 
There on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clamb'ring to hang, an envious ſliver broke; 
When dowa her weedy trophies, and herſelf, 

Fell in the weeping brook, 

Laer. Too much of water haſt thou, poor Ophe- 
And therefore I forbid my tears : but yet [ lia, 
It is our trick, Nature her cuſtom holds, 

Let ſhame ſay what it will. Adieu, my Lord! 
I have a fire that fain would blaze, 
But that this folly drowns it. [ZE it. 

King. Let's follow, Gertrude. 
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Enter two Grave-diggers. | 
1 Grave.Y.S ſhe to be buried in Chriſtian burial, 
 __» A when ſhe wilfully ſeeks her own ſalva- 
tion ? > | 
2 Grave, I tell thee the is; therefore make her 
3 the crowner hath fat on her, and 
finds it Chriftian burial. | y | 
1 Crawe. How can that be, unleſy-ſhe drowned 
herſelf in her own defence? (© © © 


 [Exeunt. | 


a 


or 
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2 Grave, Why tis found ſo. _ 

1 Grave. It muſt be ſe offendendo, it cannot be 
elſe. For here lies the point; if- } drown myſelf 
wittingly, it argues an act; and an act hath three 
branches: it is to act, to do, and to perform; ar- 
gal, ſhe drowned herſelf wittingly. 

2 Graue. Nay, but hear you, Goodman Pelver. 
* 1 Grave. Give me leave; here lies the water, 
good: there ſtands the man; good; if the man go 
to the water, and drown himſelf, it is, will be, nil 
he, he goes; mark you that; but if the water 
come to him, and Grown him, he drowns not him- 
ſelf; argal, he that is not guilty of his own 
death, ſhortens not his own life. 

2 Grave. But is this law? 

1 Grave. Ay marry is't, crowner's queſt- law. 

2 Grave. Will you have the truth on't? if this 
had not been a gentlewoman, ſhe would have been 
buried without chriſtian burial. | | 

1 Grave. Why, there thou ſaid'ſt; and the 


more pity that great folk ſhould have countenance 


in the world, to drown or hang themſelves, more 
than we. Come, my ſpade ;z there is no ancient 
gentlemen but gardeners, ditchers, and grave-digh 
gers; they hold up Adam's profeſſion. . 
2 Grave. Was he a gentleman? | 

1 Grave, He was the firſt that ever bore arms. 
I'll put another queſtion to thee; if thou anſwereſt 
me not to the purpoſe; confeſs thyſel.— ; 
2 Grave. Go to. 

1 Grave. What is he that builds ſtronger than 
either the maſon, the ſhipwright, or the carpenter ? 
2 Grave. The gallows-maker, for that frame 
out-lives a thouſand tenants. | 
1 Grave. I like thy wit well: the gallows does 
well; but how does it well? It does well to thoſe 
that do ill: now thos doſt ill, to ſay the gallows is 
built ſtronger than the church: argal, the gallows 
may do well for thee. To't again, come. 

2 Grave, Who builds ſtronger than the maſon, 
the ſhipwright, or the carpenter ? . 

1 Grave. Ay, gell me that, or unyoke, 

2 Grave. Marry, now I can tell. 

1 Grave. Tet. 

2 Grave. Maſs, I cannot tell, 

1 Grave. Cudgel thy brains ao more about it ; for 
your dull aſs will not amend his pace with beating; 
and when thou art aſked this queſtion next, ſay, a 
eres dt gger: the houſes he makes laſt till doomſday. 
Go, get thee in, and fetch me a ſtoop of liquor. 

| [ Exit 2d Grave. 

In youth wwhen I did love, did love, 

Metbought it was very ſweet 3 
To contract, O, the time for, ah, my beboue; 

O, methought there was notbing ſe meet. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham. Has this fellow no feeling in his buſineſs, 
that he ſings at grave- making? 
Hor. Cuſtom hath made it in him a property of 
eaſineſs. 

Ham. Tis even ſo, the hand of little employ- 
ment hath the daintier ſenſe. 

Grave. But age with ftealing fteps 
Hath clacu d me in bis clutch; 

And bath ſbipp d me into the land, 
As if I bed never been ſuch. 

Ham. That ſcull had a tongue in't, and could 
fing once; how the knave jawls it to the ground, 
as if *twere Cain's jaw-bone, that did the firſt mur- 
der! This might be the pate of a politician 5 
might it not? * : - 

Hor. It might, my lord. 


* 
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ing, but to play at loggers with them? Mine ache 


to think on't, 

Grave, A pick-ax and a ſpade, a ſpade, 

or—and a fbrowding jheet ! 
O, a pit of 7 to be made, 
| For ſuch a gueſt it meet. 

Ham. There's another: why may not that be 
the ſcull of a lawyer? Where be his quiddities, 
now? his quillities? his caſes? his tenures and 
his tricks? Why does he ſuffer this rude knave to 
knock him about the ſconce with a dirty ſhovel, 
and will not tell him of his action of battery? | 
will ſpeak to this fellow. Whoſe grave's this, tirrah ? 

Grave, Mine, Sir 

O, a pit of clay, &c. [ Sings. 

Ham. I think it's thine, indeed; for thou lyeſt in't. 

Grave. You lye out on't, Sir, and there fore tis 
not yours: for my part, I do not lye in't, yet it 35 
mine. 

Ham. Thou doſt lye in't, to be in't, and fay it is 
thine ; 'tis for the dead, and not for the quick; 
therefore thou lyeſt. 

Grave. "Tis a quick lye, Sir; *twi!l again from 
me to you. | 3 

Ham. What man doſt thou dig it for? 

Grave. For no man, Sir. 

Ham. What woman, then? 

@rave. For none, neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in't? 

Grav. One that was a woman, Sir; but, reſt 
her ſoul ! ſhe's dead. 

Ham. How abſolute the knave is! We muſt ſpeak 
by the card, or equivocation will undo us; How 
long haſt thou been a grave-maker ? 

Ora Of all the #2ys i' th' year. I came to't 
that day eur laſt King Hamlet overcame Fortinbraſs. 

Ham. How long is that ſince ? 

Grave. Cannot you tell that? every fool can tel! 
that; it was that very day that young Hamlet was 
born, he that is mad, and ſent into England. 

Ham. Ay, marry! why was he ſent into England:? 

Gr ave. Becauſe he was mad; He ſhall recover his 
Wits there; or if he don't, tis no great matter there. 

Ham, Why ? | 

Grave. 'T' will not be feen in him there; they 
are all as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad? 

Grave. Very ſtrangely, they fay. 

Ham. How ſtrangely ? 

Grave. Faith, een with loſing his wits. 

Ham. Upon what ground ? - 

Grave. Why, here, in Denmark; where I have 
deen ſexton, man and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a manliei'th'earth, ere he rot? 

Grave. Faith, if he be not rotten before he die, 
he will laſt you ſome eight or nine years: A tanner 
now, will laſt you nine years. 

Ham. Why he more than another? 

Grave. Why, Sir, his hide is fo tanned. with his 
trade, that he will keep out water a great while; 
and your water is a fore decayer of your whoreſon 
dead body: here's a ſcull now, hath lain i' th” earth 
three-and-twenty. years. 

Ham. Whoſe was it? . | 

Grave. A whoreſon mad fellow's it was; whoſe 
do you think it was? is 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

' Grave. A peſtilence on him for a mad rague ! he 
pared a flagon of rheniſh on my head once: this 
fame ſcull, Sir, was Vorick's ſcull, the king's jeſter. 

Ham. This? 

ade. Even chat. Ce | 
Ham. Alzs, poor Yorick! I knew him well, Ho- 
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ratio; a fellow of infinite jeſts 3 of moſt extellent 
fancy: he hath borne me on his back a thouſand 
times: here hung thoſe lips that I have kiſſed, x 
know not how oft. Where be your gibes, now? 
your jeſts? your ſongs? your flaſhes of merriment, 
that were wont to ſet the table in a roar ? Not one 
now, to mock your own grinning? Quite chop-fat. 
len! Now get you to my laty's table, and tell her, 
let her paint an inch thick, to this complexion ſhe 
muſt come at laſt; make her laugh at that. 
Pr'ythee, Horatio, tell me one thing. 

Hor. What's chat, my lord? 

Ham. Doft thou think Alexander looked o' this 
faſhion, i'th'earth? 
Hor. Even ſo. 
Ham, And ſmelt ſo? pah. [ Smelling to the ſcull. 
| Her, Even ſo, my lord. | 

Ham. To what baſe uſes may we return, Hor, 
tio! Why may not imagination trace the noble du? 
of Alexander, till we find it ſtopping a bung- hole? 

Hor. 'Twere to confider too curioufly, to con- 
ider ſo. 

Ham, No, faith, not a jot; but to follow him 


thither, with modeſty enough, and likelihood to 


lead it; as thus: Alexander died, Alexander was 
buried, Alexander returneth to duſt; the duſt js 
enth; of earth we make loam; and why of that 
loam, whereto he was converted, might they not 
top a beer-barrel ! 
Imperial Czfar, dead and turn'd to clay, 
Might ſtop a hole, to keep the wind away: 
O, that the earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall t'expel the winter's flaw! 
SCENE draws, and diſcovers the King, Queen, 
| Laertes, and Prieſt, with a Corſe. 
But ſoft, but ſoft awhile, here comes the king, 
| The queen, and all the court. Who's this they 
| follow, | 
And with ſuch maimed rites? This doth betoken, 
The corſe they follow did with deſperate hand 
Deftroy it's own life; *twere of ſome eſtate: 
Stand by, awhile, and mark. h 

Laer. What ceremony, elſe ? 

Ham. That is Laertes, a very noble youth. 
|  Laer. What ceremony, elſe? Ahn Þ 

Prieſt. Her obſequies have been as far enlarg'd, 
As we have warranty; her death was doubtful; 
And, but that great command o'erfways the order, 
She ſhouid in ground unſanctify'd be lodg'd: 
For charitable prayers, ö 
Flints and pebbles ſhould be thrown upon her; 
Yet here ſhe is allow'd her virgin rites, 
Her maiden ſtrewments, and the bringing home 
Of dell and burial. 
Laer. Muſt there no more be done? 
| Prieft, No mone; 
| We ſhould prophane the ſervice of the dead, 
To ſing a Requiem, and ſuch reſt to her, 
As to peace-parted ſouls. 

Laer. Lay her i'th'earth ; 
And from her fair and unpolluted fleſh, 
May violets ſpring ! I tell thee, churliſh prieſt, 
A miniſtring angel ſhall my ſiſter be, 
When thou ly'ſt howling. 

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia! 

Queen, Sweets to the ſweet, farewel! 

[ Throws in a garland of flowers» 
| hop's thou ſhould'ſt have been my Hamlet's wife; 
I thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, ſweet maid, 

And not have ftrew'd thy grave. 

| Laer. O treble woe 12 
Fall ten times double on that curſed head, 
Whoſe wicked deeds depriv'd thee of 
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Thy * ingenious ſenſe! Hold off the earth 4 
white, 


ed, | Till I have caught her once more in my arms: 
Ow 2  [Leaps into the grave. 
nent, Now pile your duſt upon the quick and dead, 
t one Till of this flat a mountain you have made, 
-fal- Toer top old Pelion, or the ſkyiſh head 
her, Of blue Olympus. 
n ſhe Ham. What is he, whoſe griefs 
Bear ſuch an emphaſis? Whoſe phraſe of ſorrow 
Conjures the wand'ring ſtars, and makes them ſtand, 
Like wonder-wounded hearers? It is I, 
" this Hamlet the Dane. [ Leaps into the grave. 
Laer. Perdition catch thee ! 
[ Grappling with * 
ſcull. Ham. Thou pray'ſt not well. | 
I pr'ythee, take thy fingers from my throat 
for1- For though I am not ſplenetive and raſh, | 
du? Yet have | in me ſomething dangerous, 
1ole? Which let thy wiſdom fear—hold off thy hand. 
con- King. Pluck them aſunder. 
Ham. Why, I'll fight with him upon this theme, 
him Until my eye-lids will no longer wag, 
d to Queen. O, my fon! What theme? 
Was Ham. 1 lov'd Ophelia; forty thouſand brothers 
iſt is Could not, with all their quantity of love, 
that Make up my ſum. What wilt thou do for her? 
not King. O, he is mad, Laertes. 
Ham, Shew me what thou wilt do. 
Wilt weep? Wilt fight? Wilt faſt? Wilt tear thy- 
Wilt drink up eifel? Eat a crocodile ? [ ſelf? 
we, I'll do't. Doſt thou come hither, but to whine ? 
To out-face me with leaping in her grave? 
een, Be bury'd quick with her; and fo will I, 
And if thou prate of mountains, let them throw 
ig. Millions of acres on us, till our ground, 
they singing his pate againſt the burning zone, 
Make Offa like a wart! nay, and thou'lt mouth, 
ken, I rant as well as thou. 
| veen. This is mere madneſs; 
And thus a while the fit will work on him: 
Anon, as patient as the female dove, 
When firſt her golden couplets are diſclos'd, 
His filence wili fit drooping. 
Ham. Hear you, Sir? | 
gd, What is the reaſon that you uſe me thus? 
; 1 lov'd you ever: but it is no matter 
rder, Let Hercules himſelf do what he may, 
The cat will mew, the dog will have his day. [ Exit. 
King. I pray thee, good Horatio, wait upon him. 
| [ Exit Horatio, 
—— Strengthen your patience in our laſt night's 
ae ſpeech, [ To Laertes. 
We'll put the matter to the preſent puſh. —— 
Good Gertrude, tet ſome watch over your ſon. 
This grave ſhall have a living monument. | Excunt. 
Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 
Ham. So much for this. 
Do you remember all the circumſtance ? 
| Hor. Remember it, my lord? 
„ Enter Oſrick. 
Oſr. Your lordſhip is right welcome back to Den- 
Ham. T humbly thank you, i FOOD: 
Doſt know this water-fly? - - 
Hor. No, my good lord. 
wers. Ham. Thy ſtate is the more gracious; for tis a 
wife; ce to know him. 
maid, Ss Sweet lord, if your lordſhip were at leiſure, 


ould impart a thing to you, from his majeſty. 
Man I will receive it, Sir, with all Sage Ao of 
; ſpirit; your bonnet to it's right uſe; * 
Or. I thank your lordſhip, tis very hot. 


ger on your head: Sir, this is the matter 
} 
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Ham. No, believe me, it! is very cold; 8 
is norcherly. . . 
Oſr. It is indifferent 4” my lord, indeed. 
Ham. But yet, methinks, it is very ſultry and 
jaw ; or my complexion 
Oſr. Exceedingly, my lord, it is very ſultry, ag 
'twere I cannot tell how—ry lord, bis majeſty bid 
me ſignify unto you, that he has laid a great Wa- 
4 


Ham. I beſeech you, Sir, remember. 
Ofr. Nay, good my lord, for my eaſe—Sir, bers 
is newly come to court Laertes; 3 believe me, an ab- 
ſolute gentleman, full of moſt excellent differences, 
of very ſoft ſociety, and great ſhew? indeed, to ſpeak 
feelingly of him, he is the very card or kalender of 
gentry ; for you ſhall find in him the ſubſtance * 
what part a gentleman would ſee, 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this ten- 
tleman? 

Ofr. Of Laertes? 

Ham. Of him, Sir. 

Oſr. You are not ignorant of what encelivncs Las 
ertes is. 

Ham, I dare not confeſs that, leſt I ſhould com- 
pare with him in excellence; for to know a man 
well, were to know himſelf. 

72 I mean, Sir, for his weapon. 

Ham. What's his weapon? 

 Ofr. Single rapier. 
The. king, Sir, hath wager'd with him fix Barbary 
horſes, againſt the which he has impawn'd, as 1 
take it, fix French rapiers and poniards, with their 
aſſigns, as girdle, hanger, and ſo—three of the car- 
riages are very dear to fancy, very reſponſive to the 
hilts, moſt delicate carriages, and of "oy liberal 
conceit, 

Ham. What call you the carriages? 

Oſr. The carriages, Sir, are the hangers. 

Ham, The phraſe would be more germain to the 
matter, if we carry'd cannon by our ſides. 

Oſr. The king hath laid, Sir, that in a dosen 
es between yourſelf and him, he ſhall not exceed 
you three hits; he hath laid twelve to nine, and it 
would come to immediate trial, if your * 
would vouchſafe the anſwer. . 

Ham. Now if I anſwer, No? | 

Ofr. I mean, my lord, the. oppoſition of your 
perſon in trial, 

Ham. Sir, I will walk here in the hall; if it 
pleaſe his majeſty, it is the breathing time of the 
day with me; let the foils be brought, the gentle- 
man willing, and the king hold his purpoſe, I wit! 
win for him if I can; if not, I ſhall gain nothing 
but my ſhame, and the odd hits. 

Oſr. Shall I deliver it fo? 

Ham. To this effect, Sir, after what flouriſh your 
nature will. 

Oſr. I commend my duty to your lordſhip. Exit. 

Hor. You will loſe, my lord. 

Ham, ] do not think fo; fince he went into France, 
I have been in continual practice; 1 ſhall win at the 
odds. Thou would'ſt not think how ill all's here, 
about my heart; but it is no matter. 

Hor. Nay, good my lord. 

Ham. It is but foolery; but it is ſuch a kind of 
| Pboding, as would perhaps trouble a woman. 

Hor. If your mind diſlike any thing, obey it; I wil! 
foreſtal their coming hither, and ſay you are not tit. 

Ham. Not a whit, we defy augury. [ Exeunt. 
Scene dratus, and diſcoueri King, Queen, Laertes, 
Centlemen, and Guards. Re-enter. Hamlet ard 
Horatio. 


Kizg. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand 
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from me. [Preſenting Laertes. 
Ham. Give me your pardon, Sir; F've done you 


wrong; | 


But pardon't; as you are a gentleman: this pre- 
ſence knows,. -—--- 

And you mutt needs have heardg how Lam puniſh'd 
With a fore diſtraction. What I have done, K 
That might your nature, honaur, and exception 
Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madneſs. 
Let my diſclaiming from a purpos 'd evil, | 
Free me ſo far in your moſt gen 'rous thoughts, 
That I have ſhot mine arrow o'er the FRY, 
And hurt my brother. 

Laer. 1 am fatisfy'd in nature, 
Whoſe motive in this caſe ſhouid ſtit me moſt | 
To my revenge. 
I do receive your offer'd love like love, 
And will not wrong it. | 

Ham. I embrace it freely, 
And will this brother's wager frankly pay. 
Give us the foils. | 

- Laer. Come, one for me. 

Ham. I'll be your foil, Laertes; | in mine ignorance 
Your ſkill ſhall ike a tar i i'th* darkeſt night appcar. | 


Laer. You mock me, Sir. | 


Ham. No, on my honour, 


. 
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ast my conſcience. 46g! e 
Nam. Come, for the third; Laertes, you but dally; 
1 pray you preſs with your beſt violence ; 
I'm ſure you make a wanton of me. 
Laer. Say you ſo? Come on. Play. 
[Laertes wounds. Hamlet; then. in ſcuffling 


they change rapiers, and Hamlet 4vound; 
Laertes. 


King. Part them, they are incens'd, 
Ham, Nuy, come again. | 
Ofr. Look to the queen thete, ho! 
Hor. How is it; my lord? 
Oſr. He is't, Laertes? 
Lac. Why, as a woodcock caught ĩ in mine own 
ſprin ge; I'm juſtly kitl'd with mine own treachery, 
Ham, How does the queen? 
King. She ſwaons to fee them bleed. 
Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink——O my 
dear Hamlet! 
The drink, the driak-<I am poifon'd. [She diet, 
Ham. O villainy! hoa! let the door be lock'd: 
Treachery! ſeek it out. 
Laets It is here. Hamlet, thou art lain; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good; 
In thee there is not half an hour of life ; 
The treach'rous inſtrument is in thy hand, 


King. Give them the foils, young Oſrick. Cen Gebetes and envenom'd : the foul practice 


Hamlet, you know the wager. 
Ham. Very well, my lord: 
Your Grace has laid the odds o'th' weaker ſide. 
King. I do not fear it, I have ſeen you both; 
But fince he's better'd, we have therefore odds. 
Laer. This is too heavy, let me fee another. 
Ham. This likes me well: theſe foils have all 2 
Oſr. Ay, my good lord. [length : 3 
King. Give me a bowl of wine. 
If Hamlet give the firſt or ſecond hit, 
Or quit in anſwer of the third exchange, 
Let all the battlements their ordnance fire ; 
The king ſhall drink to Hamlet's better breath; 
And in the cup an onyx ſhall he thrown, 
Richer than that which four ſucceſſive kings 
In Denmark's crown have worn. Give me the cups, | 
And let the kettle. to the trumpet ſpeak, 
The trumpets to the cannoneer without, 
The cannons to the heav'ns, the heav'ns to earth : 
Now the king drinks to Hamlet. Come, begin; 
[ Trumpets the while. 
And yau the judges bear a wary der f 
Ham. Come on, Sir. | 
Laer, Come, my lord. 
Ham, One. 
Laer. No. 14 
Ham, Judgment. | 
Oſr. A hit, a very palpable hit. * 
[ Drums, trumpets, and ſhaut. 
Laer. Well—again. [Flouriſh, a piece goes of 1 
King. Stay, give me the drink. Hamlet, this pearl 
is thine. Here's to thy health. Give him the cup. 
Ham. Vl play this bout firſt, ſet it by a while. þ 


They pla 

Come—another hit——what ſay you? reg fr 

Laer. I do confeſs't. 

King. Our ſon ſha!l win. 

Nucen. The queen falytes thy fortune, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good Madam—— 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen. 1 have, my lord; I pray you. pardon me. 

King. It is the poiſon'd cup, it is too late, | fide. 

Ham. I dare not drink yet, Madem by and by, 


Hath turn'd itſelf on me. Lo! here I lie, 

Never to riſe again: thy mother's poiſon'd; 

I can no more —the king, the king's to blame. 
Ham. The point envenom'd too? Then, venom, 

do thy work, [ Stabs rhe King, 

Here, thou inceſtuous Dane; 

Follow my mother. [King dies. 
Laer. He's juſtly ſerv'd : it is a poiſon temper d 

by himſelf. 

Exchange forgiveneſs with me, noble Hamlet; 

Mine and my father's death come not on. thee, 

Nor thine on me! [ Dies. 
Ham. Heaven make thee free of it! I follow thee. 

Wretched queen, farewel.! 

You that look pale, and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes or audience to this act, 

Had I but time (as this fell ſerjeant Death 

Is ſtrict in his arreſt) O! I could tell you 

But let it be. Horatio, I am dying. 


Thou liv'ſt; report me and my cauſe aright, 
To the unſatisfy' d. 


Har. Never believe it: | 
lm more an antique Roman than a Dane, 
Here's yet ſome liquor left. 

Ham, As thou'rt a man, 


- } Give me the cup; let go, I'll hav't. 
O good Horatio, what a wounded name, 


Things ftanding thus unknown, ſhall live behind 
If thau. did'ſt ever hold me in thy heart, [me. 
Abſent thee from felicity a While, 

And in this harſh world draw thy breath in pain, 


To tell my fftory,—O! I die, Horatio: 


The potent poiſon quite o'ergrows my ſpirit; 
I cannot live to hear the news from England, 
But I do propheſy, th' election lights 


On Fortinbraſs; he has my dying voice, 


So tell him, ith. th' occurrences more or leſs, 

Which have ſolicited. O- the reſt is filence, | Dies. 
Hor. There crack'd the cordage of a noble heart; 

Good night, ſweet prince; 

And choirs of angels fing thee to thy reſt, 

Take up the bodies; ſuch a ſight as this. 

Becomes the field, us here © thews en amiſs. 


Laer. Ill hit him now Aud vat it is almoſt | | 
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